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THE 


Mad Man of the | Mountain. 


CHAP. I. 


Yo! the ſtorm 1s paſt ; the elemental war- 


fare over; the thunder huſhed ; the light- 
ning faded; and the winds have done their 


works of fury, and are ſatisfied !—I was told 


that I was mad to brave the tempeſt ; that 
the fires. of heaven. would ſcorch me and 
that the blaſts would ſend me, headlong, 
from the mountains to the vallies.— How!“ 


- faid I; © are not the innocent Inder the 


protection of the Divinity ? Favoured, che- 
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2 MAD'MAN OF THE MOUNTAIN. 
riſhed, ſupported ? Can any of you accuſe 
me of crime, of luſt, of cruelty, or of 
murder? No! you know me not; I was 
not bred among you; I have formed no 
fellowſhip with you; repoſed no ſecrets in 
your boſoms. You know not what I am; 
but, as I am, to the care of Heaven I con- 
fidently reſign myſelf.” 

The peaſants looked earneſtly at me; 
the children hid themſelves behind their 
mothers, and I went forth to meditate, 
But who could calmly connect his thoughts 
in an hour like that? J could only look 
around me : the vineyards were deſtroyed ; 
the grain rooted ; the huts of the fiſhermen 
ſhattered ; and, looking over a rock, I ſaw 
a veſſel daſhed in pieces! I heard the cries 
of mariners, the ſhrieks of women—I ſaw 
them all periſh !—Oh, what ruin How 
wonderful that ſo poor an inſect as myſelf 

3 ſnould 
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ſhould eſcape it! I wandered till the con- 
vulſions of Nature ſubſided, till the ſky looked 
ſmiling, and the waves were leſs boiſterous, 
The peaſants were then abroad; and the 
children, no longer fearful of the ſtorm, had 
entered into their ſports. Roſe-lipped in- 
nocents ! If any of you are doomed to know 
the miſeries of Roncorone, happier had it 
been if ſuch had periſhed amid the tumult of 
nature 5 
Weary—wretched and weary | Is na- 
ture never to be ſubdued by the means which 
I exerciſe ? I expoſe myſelf to heat and to 
cold: ſummer produces no fevers, winter 
no agues ; neither dews nor fogs can affect 
my body; and if I lie all the night on the 
damp earth, in the morning my limbs feel 
no contraction. Strange inſenſibility! 
I will argue with ſome philoſopher on 
the protraction of a miſerable life: I once 
B 2 talked 
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ralked of it to a orey-beard, who called him- 
ſelf a ſage, but we could not agree in prin- 
ciples. He had never known misfortune ; 
he was a vehicle moved by 'few paſſions ; 
and, in directing me to a road for. which I 
had enquired, he ſent me into a labyrinth. 
Smiling at his diſſertation, he t on 
me, and ſaid I was mad; but he was a liar | 
I was not then mad; my brain, indeed, has 
fince been rent aſunder, preſſed, diſtorted ;— 
and yet, even now, I can beat down his 
| hypotheſis, and prove that his arguments 
had more ſound than reaſon, 
Shame on ſuch empiric philoſophers ! 
Hearken, you ragged herdſman! leave 
awhile your goats, and remember the names 
which 1 ſhall repear to you; ſpeak of them 
with a grave face and ſolemn tone, and the 
world thall worſhip you. The fellow flies 
by from 
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from mel Rot in obſcurity, then, and let 
not the word great be found in your epitaph. 

It is ſtrange that in this immenſe world 
I can find no ſociety, or eſtabliſh any friend- 


ſhips; man, woman, and child diſclaim 


me, look on me with terror, fly from me. 


If I ſpeak of my ſorrows, it muſt be to the 
elements, or to ſome inanimate or- ſenſeleſs 
object; the miſeries of Roncorone are con- 


fined to his own breaſt, and no one com- 


miſerates his ſufferings. Is there on the 
earth ſo forlorn an object, ſo ſolitary a being 
one ſo loſt to the felicities of ſociety, and to 
the joys of exiſtence? I have of late had 
litde commerce with man. I have almoſt for- 
gotten him ; his virtues paſs from my brain, 
and his good qualities are ſcarcely remem- 
bered, though I retain a ſenſe of all his imper- 
fections and vices. In the public haunts, he 


will aſſemble, converſe, liſten, and com- 


municate; it is then that ſtrife is nurſed on 


1 the 
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the boſom of tranquillity. Even in theſe 
wild ſcenes, at the evening hour, I often ſee 
two fellow-labourers wind through the valley 
towards their little huts ; their toil is over; 
their wives, their children await them ; they 
are happy; they ſing, and the. mountain 
caverns echo their joy. Thoſe who, in the 
frozen North, never thank the ſun for its 


bleſſings, and thoſe who, in the torrid zone, 


often gaſp beneath its rays, ſtill have their 
ſocial pleaſures. Let it be ſo; and God 
increaſe their. happineſs, though I am left to 


ſolitude and anguiſh ! My imagination ſome- 


times peoples my cell; on one fide of me 


ſits Miſery, on the other Affliction; Deſpair 
groans at my feet; and, in the darkeſt re- 
ceſs, I ſee the fiery eye-balls of Inſanity.— 


Congenial affociates | reign unmoleſted till 
the broken voice of Death ſhall cry aloud, 


Mortal, I ſummon thee hence; reſiſt not 


my 
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my decree, but go with me into perpetual 
darkneſs!” 

He is, however, a phyſician ſkilled in 
every malady, and yet the extent of his 
practice will not gain him reputation ; let 
him only lay his bony fingers on the pulſe, 
and you ſhall hear the terrified patient im- 
plore him to retire. Not ſo with me: I 
would fee him for his art, and endeavour to 
make his name paſs current as that of an able 
graduate ;—-he has. hitherto avoided me D 
but he will ſoon be at the cell of Roncorone. 


On his arrival he may pronounce my diſ- 
temper mortal; therefore, ere he approaches, 
I will employ myſelf in an office I will go 
through the narrative of my life. It ſhall be 
laid in a corner of my cave, in order that i it 
may be known by the villagers who the poor 
wretch of the mountain was. Moſt men 
who write their own lives, are ſtimulated by 
| B 4 egotiſm: 
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egotiſm :—what a fine poliſh do they give to 


their ſelf. acknowledged virtues, and how 


B curiouſly do they compreſs the ſtory of their 


vices! . They attach good motives to the 
baſ-it of their actions; and the mere duties 
of fellowſhip are called ebullitions of ſenſibi- 
lity and refined philanthropy. Theſe ſchool- 
men often puzzle us in finding their mean» 


ing. They have a general opinion, that 


ſublimity muſt be obſcure, leſt the aptneſs 
of little minds ſhould deſtroy the admiration 
of great ones. 

To know that a man is virtuous, is ſuf- 


ficient to make us eſteem him ; but when he 


is allied to us, when our blood owes its 


ſource to him, and when to God and to him 
belong our very lives, we are inclined to 
exclaim, with mingled joy and pride, © This 
is our father | this is our father !” 


So 


= * 
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So have I, a thouſand times, and with 
the greateſt fervour, ſaid of my parent, 
whoſe uncorrupted ſoul, irreproachable man- 
ners, and virtuous habits of life made him 
the admiration of many, and alſo the eavy of 
ſome. His anceſtors had been the followers 
of Glory: he had, himſelf, trod in her paths, 
ſnatched laurels from her field, and been ap- 
plauded for his valour and enterpfiſe. Theſe: 
exploits had been performed in the vigour 
of youth and early days of manhood ; but, 
marrying at the age of twenty-five, the ſoli- 
citations of his wife removed him from the 
army, and eſtabliſhed him in Venice, where 


] was born and educated, 


He could not boaſt of the favours of For- 
tune; and loye, not intereſt, had united him 
to my mother, whoſe property was incon- 
fiderable ;—but her perſonal charms were 
conſpicuous, and her virtues more to be 

»S prized 
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prized than a crown of pearls. As the diſ- 
ſipations of life were not by either of them 
conſidered as neceſſary to happineſs, but 
were juſtly held to be the deſtroyers of it, 
they lived 1n retirement, and nicely limited 
their expenditure, in order that, in the days 
of age, there might be no complaints of in- 
ſufficiency : to many, therefore,. they were 
not known; ſtill they had friends who were 
ſenſible of their worth, and even 8 willing to 
Proclaim it in ſociety. 

It was two years after their union before 
my mother gave me to the arms of my fa- 
ther; and bade him bleſs his God for me.— 
She nurtured 'me at her- breaſt, reared me 
as a botaniſt would a tender plant, and at 
the age of five years I gambolled around her, 
her blooming, healthful, and darling boy ! 

The lives of my parents were tranquil 
as ſummer days; in them was ſeen the har- 
| | mony 
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mony of connubial affection, and a ſweet „ 
g accordance of ſentiment and paſſions.— F 
Their little Franceſco was their delight; — 

and he was alternately in the arms of the 

one, and in the lap of the other. My father, 


when I was fix years old, began to educate 


b 


me; my mother alſo became my tutoreſs, | 
and the manner in which I received their | — 


joint inſtructions, ſpread the faces of both of 
| them with the ſmiles of pleaſure and EXPEC= 
tation, I was proud of the praiſe they be- 
ſtowed on me, and, as I grew older, ſtrove 


molt ſedulouſly to merit it za ſqueeze of the 
hand, or an embrace from my father, and a, Þ 
kiſs from the lips of my dear mother, always . 
rewarded my efforts; and to obtain either, 
young as I then was, I could have ſpent 
| hours in ſtriving to deſerve them. 
, I was filial beſore I knew the ſignifica- 
tion of the word duty; and ſo much did I 
BG love 
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love my parents; that I believed no other 
man could be ſo noble and juſt—no other 
woman ſo good and virtuous. In my ſim- 
plicity I told them fo, and it made them 
ſmile : they attempted, however, to explain 
to me the error of my opinion, and to point 
out examples; but nothing that they ſaid 
could convince me to the contrary, or cor- 
rect the youthful ideas of their infallibility.— 
I ftill continued to grow, to learn, and almoſt 
to adore my parents; but a large portion of 
my happineſs was loſt to me, becauſe it was 
evident that the health of my father was ra- 
| .pidly declining. I was the firſt to ſpeak of 
the circumſtance when he confeſſed him- 
ſelf ill; magnifying the malady when my 
mother was not preſent, I expreſſed to him 
all my fears and apprehenſions, and his 
ſickly ſmiles in theſe moments only ſerved 
to increaſe my fuſpicions and diſtreſs. | 


For 


| 
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For ſeveral months afterwards I ſecretly 
obſerved the effects of the diſorder, which 
was now become chronical ; the paleneſs of 
his cheeks, the feebleneſs of his voice, and the 
means which he uſcd in order to conceal his 
pain, were all viſible to me; and J doubted 
not but that the grave would ſoon hide him 
from me and my dear mother. 

One evening he ſaid to me“ I confeſs 
there are grounds for your fears, though I 
have been anxious not to ſhew them to you 
and to your better parent, I can counter- 
feit no longer. How old are you, deer 
boy ?” 

e In June I ſhall be thirteen, father.” 
c ] ſhall not live till then! He ſighed 
deeply. $ 

« Not till then !” I cried ; * not live till 
then—till June !—a very few months, 

Oh, 
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Oh, God grant chat you may! God grant 


it!“ . 


« Dear ſon !” "WIN father, © be com- 
poſed, and do not let your mother hear you. 


You have ever been the beſt of children :— 


when I am dead, my boy—nay, if thus you 


weep and afflict yourſelf —— 
© I will no more—go on—proceed, fa- 
ther.” | 
cc. W. hen I am FO] F 8 * not 
your affection for your ſurviving parent ever 
decreaſe; folace, cheriſh, comfort her ! ſhe 


will much want your aſſiſtance”? 


ec She ſhall have it! ſhe ſhall have it!“ 
_ © T ſhall not leave either of you rich, but 
you will both be removed from want; the 


- occurrences of life, however, are many and 


uncertain cage any — befal your 


mother 


0 
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« ] will take it to my own account; work, 
from morning till night for her, and if ſhe 
fall into affliction, I will not go from her bed 
till ſhe is either reſtored to health, or re- 
moved from me by death for ever !” 

My father preſſed me to his heart ; ſwept 
away my tears as well as his own, and would 
not ſuffer me to ſpeak any more on the ſubs 
ject. He daily grew worle ; my mother 
was almoſt frantic ;- I gazed on him with 
increaſing anguiſh ; his ſtruggles agonized 
me nearly as much as himſelf; and, as he 
had preſaged, before June I ſaw him on his 
death-bed ! before June his body was laid - 
in the burial vault of his forefathers ! I ſtrove 
not to conquer my emotions; my heart was 
burſting; and I was ever running to my 
mother, hiding my head on her boſom, and 
bewalling the death of my father. 


Her 
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Her conduct was ſuch, that I had hopes l 


ſhould not ſoon have to lament for her in a 


ſimilar manner ; ſhe often wept, but, at the 
ſame time, ſtrove to rouſe me into activity. 
At firſt I thought her ſenſe of feeling leſs 
acute than mine, and that ſhe would forget 
the departed ſooner than I ſhould ; but, Oh! 
I found, foon afterwards, that ſhe ſmiled 
merely to comfort me ; that ſhe talked with 
an appearance of calmneſs on mortality even 
when the ſubje& chilled her blood; and 
that the ſtrings of her poor heart were each 
moment breaking, 

She ſtruggled fix or ſeven months firmly: 


I then followed her to a ſick bed—I then re- 
membered the vow that I had made to my 
father; and, as I kiſſed her withering hand, 


repeated it, Nays and weeks I hung over 
her; if I found her chilly, © She is dying!“ 
I would exclaim, © ſhe is dying!“ But if a 
| hectic 
2 
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hectic came upon her cheeks, unſkilled in 
the cauſes, and miſtaking the effect of it, I 
would cry, © She will ſurvive ! My mother 
will riſe, again in health !” 

The ſuggeſtions of hope, however, were 
falſe ; for as I, one night, and at the lateſt 
hour of it, was gazing on her face, I ſaw it 
ſuddenly become convulſed and diſtorted ; 
her extremities were cold and lifeleſs, and 
her eyes ſtedfaſtly fixed on me. I ſhrieked; 


rang a bell for ſome perſon to come to me; 


and, though ſtricken with terror, raiſed her 


in my arms, and begged her to let me hear 
her voice, Her mouth was twiſted ; but 
ſhe ſtrove to ſpeak, and my ears caught the 
faint ſounds of © God,” and of © dear ſon.” 
She fell agonized from my embrace, ſtretch- 
ing to her greateſt length; and her foul, 
aided by the ſpirit of immortality, ſoared to 
the regions of bliſs and eternity! 

| Father ! 


J 
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Father! mother! the ſmiles of the Di- 
vinity and his angels, and all the bleſſings of 
the myſterious world, fall upon and encom- 
paſs you! | . 

I was now an orphan: my protectors, my 
inſtructors were gone; and my young eyes 
. - ſaw only deſolation before them. The ſer- 
vants, who were in the houſe, joined their 
lamentations with mine, and with me ſighed 
over the corpſe of my mother. I had ever 
dearly loved my father ;—had been conſcious 
of his loſs, and held him moſt faithfully in 
my memory ; but when I attended the body 
of my other parent to the receptacle of 
death—when 1 ſaw her conſigned to the cold 
earth, and knew that her eyes would open on 
me no more—that her tongue could no 


longer call me to her preſence, and that her 


arms were never again to encircle my neck— 
1 ſhuddered, groaned, and fell ſwooning into 
| | | the 


EC 
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the arms of the ſecond mourner at the 
funeral. | | 

This perſon was Vincent Roncorone, the 
brother of my. father, to whoſe care and 


protection my laſt ſurviving parent had con- 


ſigned me, My uncle poſſeſſed fewer ſen- 
ſibilities than myſelf; or, poſſeſſing them, 
knew better how to conceal them ;—he was a 
Profeſſor of Philoſophy in Venice; and thoſe 
who attended his ſchool were ſoon made ac- 
quainted with the hypotheſes of the ancient 
ſtoics, Vincent, however, was not without 
tenderneſs, and in many caſes his humanity 
was exemplary ; his reputation was great as 
a ſcholar, and his followers in Venice were 
numerous, ' 

He and my father had ever ſhewn a true 


fraternal affection towards each other; though 


their purſuits in their early years had differed 
materially, the bond of their love had 


never 


J 
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never been broken; and when the one re- 
tired from the army to quiet life, the other 
courted his ſociety, and was daily in his 
company. Vincent eſteemed my mother 
as much as he did his brother ; and, by the 
notice he took of me, it was evident that 
was no inconſiderable favourite. The re- 
ſemblance which he bore to my father alone 
cauſed me to love him; and, in his conver- 
ſation, there was ſomething ſo peculiarly 
ſtriking, even to a young mind—at leaſt to 
mine, that I abandoned the trifling purſuits 
of pleaſure and amuſement, merely to hear 
him talk with my father on ſubjects which I 


could, however, but little underſtand. 


Still there was an inimitable tone, a man- 
ner, a. geſture ;—I liſtened, and ſometimes 
thought I comprehended, and one day was 
ſo fixed, that when he ceaſed to ſpeak, and I 
went up to my mother, who was ſitting at 

ſome 
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ſome little diſtance, I found that my. poſture 
had been ſufficiently determined to enable 
her to draw a perfect reſemblance of my face, 
and to give to it the,expreſſion of admiration 
which had been actually ſtamped upon it.— 
From that happy to this moſt miſerable 
day, have I retained this token of her love 
and genius; in all my viciſſitudes, in all my 
troubles and diſtractions retained it! And 
was I really once the boy it beſpeaks - bloom- 
ing, joyous, animated? Now, whenever 
I bend over the ſtream, I ſee reflected 
a deathlike figure; a reſemblance of a 
pining ghoſt ; a fallow, miſerable wretch !— 
And this is Roncorone : he from whom every 
little innocent of the village flies to its mo- 
ther, crying, © He comes | he comes! Save 

me! faveme l. 
But I have been wandering from the paths 
of narrative. My uncle bore me in his 
arms 
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arms from the grave of my mother; and 
when my reaſon returned, I found him pen- 
_ ſively. hanging over me. I inſtantly re- 
membered my recent ſituation ; I raiſed my 
head, and laid it on his breaſt ; threw my 
arms around his neck, and, ſobbing, ex- 
claimed, Oh my mother! my bleſſed, 
bleſſed mother!“ 

« She is bleſſed,” ſaid Vincent, placidly ; 
ee the fineſt feeling that will ever enter into 
your ſoul while on earth, muſt be groſs to 
thoſe which attach to the heaven-ranging 
ſpirit of your mother. Franceſco, dry up 
your tears : you are not a child ; you have a 
mind; plant in it fortitude.” ? 

ce J cannot, uncle, I replied, © fo ſoon 
with to deſtroy the image of my mother. — 
She was all tenderneſs: ſhe had a thouſand 
virtues !” 


« She. 
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ce She has now a thouſand rewards, ne- 
phew. The ſcale of Omnipotence has al- 
ready turned in her favour.“ 

6 Her former affection, at this moment, 
ſteals upon my ſoul. —How ſhe fondled me 
in my childhood ! How ſhe ſmiled on me 
in my ſports ! How ſhe, in my growing 
youth ——"” 11 

| « Franceſco, diſmiſs theſe thoughts if you 
3 would be happy. Think of your mother as 
i a ſaint—forget her as a woman,” 


< cannot forget that I am an orphan ! I 
cannot forget that I have no friend on 
earth!“ | 

« Franceſco !'” ſaid Vincent, “ in what 
character do you regard me? When your 
mother, on her death-bed, gave you over | 


to me, do you think that ie did not conſider 
me as your friend?“ 


% Dear 


* 
1 
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* Dear uncle!“ I exclaimed, © forgive 
me; I have been raſh; my grief has made 
me inconſiderate, But hear my apology, 
my juſtification.” rde 

« My affection can diſpenſe with it, he 
replied: © only when we meet again, let 
me ſee you more tranquil. Be ſure of this 
if I can eſtabliſh your happineſs, improve 
your fortune, or enrich your mind, my aſſi- 
duities ſhall never be wanting.” a 

I bowed upon his hand, and he retired ; 


I ſaw him again at night, when I affected to 


be more compoſed ; and during ſeveral ſuc- 
ceſſive days, endeavoured to appear tran- 
quil, though I had a load of grief on my 
mind. Vincent was apparently pleaſed with 
the alteration; he repeated his arguments | 
on fortitude and ſtability, and put ſome books 
in, my hand, which ſeconded his doctrines. — 


] — them partly, but Ly did not convince 
me; 
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me; and laying them aſide, I ſtill thought 
there was a luxury in ſighs and tears, though 
Vincent and the philoſophers derided them, 
Time ſoftened my grief; and ſix months 
after my firſt reſidence in the houſe of my 
uncle, he declared my conduct to be juſt as 
he wiſhed it. The images of the dead, 
however, were not caſt down in the temple 
of my ſoul, nor had memory diſcarded them. 
Vincent Roncorone entered me as one of his 
pupils, and likewiſe gave me many private 
inſtructions ; for he perceived that my under- 


ſtanding was naturally good, and was careful 


in improving and embelliſhing it as much as 
poſſible. We read and converſed together: 
ſuch of his precepts and opinions as I ad- 
mired, I treaſured in my mind; but ſuch 
of them as I diſapproved—and at the age of 
ſixteen I flattered myſelf chat I poſſeſſed 
ſome powers of diſcrimination—1 rejected 

vol. 1. N and 
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and forgot. My firſt declamations were 


praiſed ; when I was ſeventeen they were 


| admired, and faid to be wholly without 


puerilities, and [-was by many called a youth 
of great promiſe. I had friends who aſſured 
me of patronage ; I viſited the Convents, 
and formed connexions with men of early 
and of advanced years ; with the women [ 
was not unacquainted; being no pedant, I 
talked not of books when in their company, 
and was generally called by them the agree- 
able Roncorone. 

Oh days of happineſs ! I ſcarcely dare 
let my memory, even for one poor mo- 
ment, dwell on ye. Were it then thought 
or ſuſpected that I ſhould irrecoverably loſe 
the favour and opinion of the world? That 
man ſhould hate, and reaſon forſake me ?— 


But who can aſſure himſelf of a particle of 


ſelicity a moment beyond the one in which | 


he 
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he actually enjoys it? Angels have been 
expelled from Heaven—man from the 
| bowers of innocence—Emperors- hurled 
from their thrones to drag the chain after 
the chariots of conquerors—and Ronco- 
rone—Oh miſery and madneſs! * * * 
* #$ # * * * 

Vincent beheld my progreſs with plea- 
ſure, heard me praiſed with delight, made 
me the ſubject of his converſations, and 
treated me with an affection that filled me 
with love and gratitude. His mind was 
firm, but not auſtere ; he even ſacrificed to 
the Muſes, and encouraged the talent he 
found I poſſeſſed for poetry; but he fergot 
not to ſpeak of the general diſappointments, 
the mortifications, and the miſeries of thoſe 
who place their hopes of fortune and advance- 
ment on their powers of verſification. We 
did not often put reciprocal ſentiments into 

C2 | metrical 


3 | 


28 MAD MAN OF THE MOUNTAIN. 


metrical dreſs ; his verſes were generally phi- 


loſophy harmonized ; my ſtanzas were leſs 
faturnine, and I ſeldom left the epic paths but 
to ſtep into thoſe of love ; nay, I accuſtomed 
myſelf ſo much to the latter walk, that my 


uncle at length threatened to takè my pen 


from me, leſt the indulgence of fo ſoft a ſub- 


ject ſhould ſap the energies of my mind,— 
Vincent! thou canſt not ſee me now, My 


mind—my mind ! | 
My uncle had never 'been married ; never 
had much converſe with women; never ] 
knew, never would acknowledge the ecſtacies 


of love ; the paſſion ſo called he confined to 
friendſhip, beyond which he would not al- 


h lo the ſober ſoul to ſtray. This point I 
l always warmly debated with him ; our ener- 


| - _ ones were nearly equal; and when we cloſed 
on the ſubject, we found that the one had 
; | not, 


* 
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not, in any degree, influenced the other; we 
were both combatants, both victors. 

I had entered into my twenty-firſt year, 
when a peſtilential fever raged in Venice; 
hundreds of mortals were ſwept away in a 
day ; and it ſeized, moſt furiouſly, my friend 
and monitor. It was ſoon viſible that its 
effects on him were fatal; for he became 
enfeebled, his blood boiled, his face was 
livid, and his eyes retired far into their 
ſockets, Reaſon was entirely annihilated ; | 
he raved, and died frantic in my arms. 

Vincent! friend! father !—Even now 
the remembrance of thee draws tears from 
the eyes of Roncorone, 

I attended him during the TRY of his 


| iüllneſs, raiſed him in my arms, wiped his 


forchead, and moiſtened his parched lips. — 
I was told that I ſhould imbibe the infection, 
ſtill I did not quit him; I thought of 5no 

83 daanger, 


* / 
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danger, and refolved not to leave him till 


his breath was wholly ſuppreſſed. Could I 


then have foreſeen the events which were 


dependant on my life, or a thouſandth part 


of the miſeries which have ſince fallen on 
me, I would have preſſed Vincent cloſer to 
my breaſt; every noxious breathing that 
came from his body ſhould have entered 
into mine, I would have ſought the hoſ- 
pitals, and ſtrained the foaming lazar in my 
arms till we had both madly died together. 

I buried Vincent.—While I hung over 
his grave, my ſufferings were almoſt as poig- 
nant as thoſe which'I experienced at the in- 


terment of my mother; and the torch- 


bearers ſeemed to behold me with terror as 
I ſtalked through the long aiſle of the church 
in which he was laid. I found that all the 
philoſophy of the deceaſed had not made 
me a philoſopher, In his eſcritoir I diſ- 
covered 
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covered his will, which had been made ſome 
conſiderable -time ; and he had bequeathed 
all his property to his dear nephew, Fran- 
ceſco Roncorone, whom he prayed the 
Father of Heaven eternally to bleſs. With 
what rapture muſt the aſſociating ſpirits have 
received ſuch a ſoul as Vincent's ! 

My uncle had accumulated a conſider- 
able ſum of money, and alſo managed my 
little fortune, during my minority, with ſuch 
care, that I was ſurpriſed at my own riches. 
J had not entered into active life, nor did 1 
feel inclined to do ſo after the death of Vin- 
cent.. Some of my moſt intimate friends 
would talk to me on the ſubject; I was 
much urged to follow the purſuits of my 
late uncle; but this I peremptorily declined, 
A gloomy Monk, of the Order of Saint 
Francis, invited me to Join the brotherhood ; 
and a lively Sicilian Officer held out many 


Cc 4 ſpecious 
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ſpecious lures in order to draw me into the 
army. I inclined neither to bigotry nor to 
ſuperſtition ; the oratory of both parties, 
therefore, might have been ſpared. 

My name vas not ſo much mentioned 
in Venice as it had been, and many people 
cenſured what they called my indolence ; but, 
though I declined in the opinion of the men, 
I roſe in the eſtimation of the women, I 
attached myſelf to the ſex ; they ſoftened 
and poliſhed my manners, and likewiſe re- 
fined my ſentiments. I was invited to every 
party of feſtivity, and the women conſulted 
me on many occaſions : I ſelected books for 
ſome of them, and muſic for others; my 
opinions directed them in their ſtudies, and 
my taſte was deemed to be of a ſuperior na- 
ture. Though my application in know- 
' ledge was not ſo intenſe as it had been, ſtill 
it was not abandoned; and though I was 

| leſs 


* 
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leſs auſtere. in my diſpoſition, and more at- 
tached to pleaſures; yet I ſhunned the pro- 
fligate, the idle, and the ignorant. Thoſe 
who thought my philoſophy weakened, ac- 
knowledged that my poetry was improved; 
and I was now more ambitious of being 
thought to poſſeſs a beautiful imagination 


than a great and ſolid one. 


My love for the ſex to which I had then 


recently attached myſelf, was of a generel 


nature, till [ met with Roſolie Ven — * 
Roſolie! What, write of Roſoli Let me 
think. Thought makes me ad !—Ro-/ 
ſolie !—anſwer me—ſpeak to Roncorone—— 
| Roſolie, Roſolie— Ah! wherefore do 1 
call on one long ſince ſtiffened by the hand 
of murder! C 7 
6 „ene 
Spirit of Vincent! witneſs that I am a 
philoſopher: for while the fiend urged me 
5 to 


- 
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to leap the gulph of damnation, I named to 
him the power that had caſt im into it— 
curſed him—fled ! Was not that right, 
guardian of my youth? The focus of the 
mind again receives the rays of reaſon, and 
the aberration of ideas is over; they colle& 
and aſſociate. 

I formed an acquaintance with a young 
German, whoſe name was Alberti, and was 
by him introduced to many families, to 
which I had before been a ſtranger. I ac- 
companied him one evening to the aſſembly 
of a female relation: there was a numerous 
company, and feſtivity ruled the hour ;— 
many of the women were extremely hand- 
ſome ; but Alberti pointed out one to me, 
as poſſeſſing a great ſuperiority of beauty; 1 
looked at her, and not only confeſſed, but 
alſo { It, the truth of his obſervation. 


She 
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She was young, exquilitely formed; her 
grace was unſtudied; her charms natural; 
her eyes ſpoke ſweetneſs of mind, and ſenſi- 
bility dawned from them. I thought ſhe 
excelled every woman that I had ever ſeen, 
and equalled any one that I had poetically 
imagined ] could not withdraw my obſer- 
vation till ſhe looked at me ; I then hurried 
to Alberti, who had left me, and urged ſome 
queſtions reſpeRing the ſtranger. He ſmiled 
at my warmth ; told me that her name was 
Roſolie Venzone ; that her beauty was 
greater than her fortune ; that ſhe was an 
orphan, and had been left to the protection 
of Signor Salvini, the friend of her deceaſed 
father. 

ce Salvini!“ I exclaimed ; © what, Michael 
Salvini, who lived formerly at Florence?“ 

e The fame,” replied Alberti; “ do you 
know him?“ | 

c 6 No.“ 


4 
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2 

« Do you wit to know him? I have 
ſome acquaintance with him, and will intro- 
duce you.“ 

« No, no! Salvini and Roncorone can 
never be friends.” 

cc Indeed!“ cried Alberti; © how fo, 

,pray ?” 

« Becauſe he was the enemy of my father, 
whoſe honour he calumniated, -and whoſe 
fortune he endeavoured to overthrow. The 
man who was injured, nobly ſought the de- 
famer, fought with, conquered him ! When 
J was a boy, I have often heard my father 
ſpeak of him ; and his name has always been 
hateful to me. Is he in the room ?“ 

No, he retired at ten; but I preſume, 
Roncorone, your hatred does not extend to 
his ward?“ 

« Ah Alberti! is it poſſible that enmity 
can attach to ſuch an object! 


« Twill 
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ce J will make her known to you then,” 
ſaid my friend; and leading me acroſs the 
room, he introduced me to Roſolie Venzone. 

I was ſoon convinced that her attractions 
were not confined to her perſon ; her mind 
alſo was deſerving of much admiration, I 
attached myſelf to her during the remainder 
of the evening; Alberti could not draw me 
from her; and when ſhe left the aſſembly, 
my ſpirits decreaſed, and I became indif- 
ferent to the muſic and company. 

Several days ſucceeded, and I ſaw not 
Roſolie: 1 looked for her moſt anxiouſly in 
every public place ; but Alberti told me that 
ſhe had not left her houſe ſince ] met her, 
owing to a ſlight indiſpoſition. How much 
did I regret that I could not preſent myſelf 
before her! I never could enter the doors 
of Salvini—never could endeavour to con- 
ciliate the affection of the traducer of my 


father's 
4 
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father's honour. At length, however, we 
met again; I flew to her with rapture, and 
fancied that ſhe regarded me with pleaſure ; 
there were no traces of her illneſs left ; ſhe 
was blooming, lovely —Inſenſible to the 
beauty, wit, and elegance of every other 
woman, to ingratiate. myſelf into her favour 
was my ſtrenuous endeavour; and in my 
firſt attempts I happily ſucceeded, or flat- 
_ tered myſelf that I did. I joined neither in 
the dance nor the concert, but remained by 
the ſide of Roſolie, delighting my eye with 
her beauty, and my ear with her ſentiments, 

I wanted to ſpeak to her of Salvini, but 
dared not to do it. Some little time after- 
wards, however, Alberti came, and whiſ pered 
to me that Signor Salvini had juſt entered the 
room, and was coming towards Roſolie.— 
My friend led me away: deſirous of ſeeing 
Salvini, I retired but a few paces, and ſtand- 


ing 
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ing behind a group of dancers, a ſeeming 
oblerver of them, frequently turned my eyes 
towards Roſolie, and anxiouſly watched for 
the appearance of her guardian. He after- 
wards came up to her, and placed himſelf on 
the ſeat that I had juſt vacated; I had never 
ſeen him before ; and, ſeeing him now, my 
cheeks glowed, and my heart palpitated ; 
for I was looking on a ſerpent whoſe ſting 
had been impotently darted at my brave 
father. | 

Salvini appeared to me ſcarcely more than 
forty years of age ; his figure was fine, his 
face handſome, and his eyes were of that 
nature which puzzles the obſerver in finding 
their true meaning; they made me in- 
ſtantly ſuſpect him to be deeply verſed in 
the arts of hypocriſy. His attention to 
Roſolie was pointed; he did not leave her 
ſor an hour; and then as he removed only 


to, 


} 
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to a ſmall diſtance, I ventured not to addreſs 
her again during the evening. Salvini and 
Roſolie retired early: Oh, how I envied him 
the pleaſure of leading her out of the room ! 
and how great was my pain to think that he 
was her guardian, „ 

I went home ſoon after, and never enjoyed 


- leſs ſleep in one night ; Roſolie's image was 


— 
. 


productive of both pleaſure and pain, and I 
dreamt of her in my ſhort ſlumbers. Oh 
my ſweet one About the hour of noon on 


* 


the following day my friend Alberti was in- 


troduced to me in my chamber; he ban- 
tered me concerning my precipitate retreat 
| on the preceding evening, and worked upon 
me till he drew from me a full confeſſion of 
my love for Roſolie. But he laughed at my 
declaration, and ridiculed the ſolemnity with 
which I had made it. 


ce Wherefore 
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«© Wherefore theſe looks of gravity ?” 
he enquired; © and why that ſtride of words 
and deep-toned accent?“ 

« Alberti, you are no lover.“ 

« Roncorone, the ladies of Venice will 
tell you otherwiſe; and thoſe in Naples will 
corroborate the evidence.“ 

„Which, united, will only convince me 
that you are a mere gallant. My love is 
but in its infancy, or I could talk cf it 


in 
ceIn ſuch terms as many other romantic fel- 
lows have done before you. But I muſt leave 
you now, for I have an engagement at one, 
and ſhall not be able to ſee you any more to- 
day. To-morrow, at eleven in the fore- 
noon, I will call on you; and I beg you will 
be prepared to go with me to meet Roſolie.” 
Where, where, my friend?“ 
« At Salvini's.” 
« Fave - 


} 
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« Have I not told you, Alberti, that J 
deſpiſe Salvini—that his ſight is hateful to 
me—that my eye holds him in abhorrence ?” 
% True, young miſanthrope: but you 
will not ſee Salvini in Venice for the courſe 
of a month.” | 
e Why ? wherefore ?” 


© Becauſe he this very morning ſet off 
for Vienna,” 


ce Heavens! and Roſolie N 

ce Is left by Salvini at his houſe: her only 
2 is Signora Bianca, her guardian's 
maiden? ſiſter, whoſe optics are by no means 
clear; whoſe ears are. not very happy in 
catching any ſound, except ſuch an one as is 
made by the diſcharge of a cannon; and 
whoſe heart, though it be that of an old maid, 
is ſo excellent, that I almoſt wiſh to creep 


into a corner of it. Adieu! Be ready on 
the morrow.“ 


«] will! 


* 
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« IJ will! Iwill!“ I replied with tranſport. 


) 3 « Ateleven, Roncorone.“ 

2 call not forget, Alberti.“ 

1 4 « Farewel!” he ſaid, taking me by the 
> 4 hand. 


e Adieu, my dear friend!“ I replied, 
Z returning his preſſure. - 
I ce Roncorone !” ſaid Alberti, returning. 
„ Signor!“ | 
« Had you not better place the engage- 
ment in your tablet?“ 


« No, no! it is already placed in my 
5 heart !” 

1 « How exquiſite are the joys of the ro- 
; mantic !”” cried Alberti, with a loud laugh, 
| as he left the room. 


The abſence of Salvini filled me with. 
tranſport ;—for a few minutes I rejected the 
idea of entering clandeſtinely the houſe of 1 
my father's enemy ; but the joy of meeting, 


ſeeing, and converſing wich Roſolie, was 


$:quilite 
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exquiſite indeed. I flattered myſelf that I 
was not an object of indifference to her ;— 


and if, during the abſence of Salvini, I could 


convince myſelf that I was actually loved | 


by her, the beſt and ſweeteſt hope that I had 
ever harboured would be realized. I thought 
nothing of fortune, of my own inability to 


ſupport her with ſplendour, or of the rancour 


and enmity of Salvini; — there was in me 
much expectation of happineſs, and little 
dread of miſery; my mind was ſtored with 
thoſe beautiful ideas which impart pleaſure 
both to the ſoul and body of man; and 1 


baniſhed all thoſe on which anxiety might 


have depended.— Fool! fool ! 

Alberti called on me the following day 
according to his appointment. My vivacious 
friend was always inclined to ſport with what 
he called my philoſophy ; but I now ſeized 
him by the arm, and almoſt puſhing him 

out 
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| W out of the houſe, entreated him to bring me 
before Roſolie as ſoon as poſſible. 

In à little time we were at the door of 
Salvini, and almoſt immediately after intro- 
duced to Roſolie Venzone. As I drew near 


or |_v guid geind —=—gwaed 


to her, I trembled, but it was with pleaſure ; 
3 my cheeks heated as I ſpoke to her, and my 
r I} firſt words were not very diſtinct. Oh how 
| lovely did ſhe then appear to me! Signora 
Bianca was preſent, and Alberti made me 
known to her; but, owing to her deafneſs, 
- ſhe could not join in general converſation ; 
[ ; my friend, however, attached himſelf to her, 


t in order that J might ſpeak more particularly 
to Roſolie. 

The ſweetneſs of diſpoſition, the good 
ſenſe and beauty of Salvini's ward, were now 
more conſpicuous than ever. When I firſt 
entered the room, I diſcovered a penſiveneſs 
hanging on her features; but the cloud ſoon 
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44 MAD MAN OF THE MOUNTAIN. 
exquiſite indeed. I flattered myſelf that I 
was not an object of indifference to her ;— 
and if, during the abſence of Salvini, I could 


convince myſelf that I was actually loved 


by her, the beſt and ſweeteſt hope that I had 
ever harboured would be realized. I thought 
nothing of fortune, of my own inability to 
ſupport her with ſplendour, or of the rancour 
and enmity of Salvini; — there was in me 
much expectation of happineſs, and little 
dread of miſery ; my mind was ſtored with 
thoſe beautiful ideas which impart pleaſure 
both to the ſoul and body of man; and 1 


baniſhed all thoſe on which anxiety might 
have depended.— Fool! fool! 


Alberti called on me the following day 


according to his appointment. My vivacious 
friend was always inclined to ſport with what 
he called my, philoſophy ; but I now ſeized 
him by the arm, and almoſt puſhing him 

| out 
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out of the houſe, entreated him to bring me 
before Roſolie as ſoon as poſſible. 

In a little time we were at the door of 
Salvini, and almoſt immediately after intro- 
duced to Roſolie Venzone. As I drew near 
to her, I trembled, but it was with pleaſure ; 
my cheeks heated as I ſpoke to her, and my 
firſt words were not very diſtinct. Oh how 
lovely did ſhe then appear to me ! Signora 
Bianca was preſent, and Alberti made me 
known to her ; but, owing to her deafneſs, 
ſhe could not join in general converſation ; 
my friend, however, attached himſelf to her, 
in order that I might ſpeak more particularly 
to Roſolie, 

The ſweetneſs of diſpoſition, the good 
ſenſe and beauty of Salvini's ward, were now 
more conſpicuous than ever. When I firſt 
entered the room, I diſcovered a penſiveneſs 
hanging on her features; but the cloud ſoon 


went 
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went over, and her charms grew more ſplen- 
did. What a heart, what a mind this 
woman poſſeſſed ! She | appeared neither 
more nor leſs than Nature deſigned her; her 
ſenſibilities were her own ; and if ſhe knew 
what affectation was, ſhe had never practiſed 
it. I was ſolicitous of making myſelf appear 


deſerving in her eyes, and conſequently 


meditated an attack on her heart. 


If theſe ſentiments were ſomewhat roman- 
tic, the inſpirer of them was not a common 


— 


object. Our viſit was long, and I was re- 


luctant to depart. At length, however, it 


was neceſſary, and bowing to Signora Bianca, 
and wiſhing Roſolie good morning, we left 
the houſe. On the following day I repeated 
my viſit, and, on the next after that, was 
alſo at Salvini's : ſcarcely a day elapſed now 
without my ſeeing my ſweet Roſolie, and I 
very readily diſpenſed with the attendance of 
Alberti. 
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Alberti. Signora Bianca was always preſent 
when we met; ſhe was mild, and not with- 
out underſtanding ; her kindneſs to Roſolie 
made me re ſpect her; ſhe was entirely de- 
pendant on Salvini, and had not, J conjec- 


tured, ever heard that her brother and my 


father were enemies. 

Salvini had been abſent nearly a month, 
and had written from Vienna of his inten- 
tion to return to Venice—a circumſtance 
which I almoſt dreaded, fearing that it would 
preclude me from the ſociety of Roſolie, to 
whom I had never directly ſpoken of my 
love ;—but ſhe muſt have ſeen it; ſuch a 
declaration would, I feared, be thought pre- 
mature : the anxiety, however, of knowing 
in what manner ſhe would receive it, made 
me determine on making it before Salvini 
came back to Venice. 


9 ö I had 
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I had one morning the happineſs of find- 


ing her alone; and my heart moſt ſincerely, * 


though ſecretly, thanked her for admitting 


me. Enquiring for Signora Bianca, I 


learned that ſhe was employed in her cloſet ; 


and as I knew her to be rigidly devout, I did 


| 
| | 

1 not apprehend that, even if ſne were apprized 
| of my being there, which was by no means 


probable, ſhe would negle& her duties to 


1 come to me. The opportunity of declaring 
| the ſtate of my heart to Roſolie offered it- 
5 | ſelf moſt favourably ; I had often wiſhed for 
4 it—often regretted that time and circum- 


ſtances had never aided my deſign ;—yet now 


both were auſpicious ; the object before me, 


ſmiling in her lovelineſs, and every thing 
agreeable to the purpaſe, I felt a concern, a 
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reſtleſſneſs, nay, even a timidity, and ſeemed 


almoſt to have forgotten the powers of 


language, 
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My abaſhment was that of unafluming and 
unaffected love: I was not, like many 
ſuitors of modern times, preparing a fiction 
for the ear of a fancied miſtreſs, neither was I 
furniſhed with thoſe phraſes and ſentiments 
which by others, conſcious of their own diſa- 
bility, and barrenneſs of intellect, are kept in 
readineſs, and faſhioned withour taſte, wich- 
out ſenſibility, and without diſcrimination. 
But I was going to ſpeak on a ſubject which 
had alternately filled me with joy and ſor- 
row, elevated and depreſſed me, raiſed me 
to hope, and ſunk me in apprehenſion. The 
time was paſſing, and the opportunity going 
„by. This reflection in ſome degree rouſcd 
me; I drew my chair ncarer to her, and, in 
her eyes, found ſuch ſweet encouragement, 
that my heart was emboldened, and the ſpell 


of ſilence no longer on my tongue, 


VOL. 1. D She 
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to my happineſs. 
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She was then throwing up the window, in 
order to beſtow a finall donation on a poor 
object in the ſtreet ; I would not check the 
amiable impulſe; but, when ſhe again re- 
turned to her ſeat, took her hand, and en- 
quired whether J had her permiſſion to 
ſpeak on a ſubject which related particularly 
It was at that moment the 
roſy bluſh came upon her cheek.; a ſuſpi- 
cion ſcemed to be paſſing over her mind ; 


and after a ſhort embarraſſment and irreſolu- 


tion, ſhe bowed her head to expreſs her 


acquieſcence. 


« Dear Roſolie! I exclaimed, I thank 1 
I ſay dear Roſolie, 
tbecauſe I am prompted by my heart to do 
ſo; and becauſe, in moments like theſe, I } 
cannot attend to the cold conſtruction of j 


you for this goodneſs. 


words and epithets,” 


13 
or ! 
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 Signor !” ſaid Roſolie, ſmiling ee Signor, 
pray what has this to do with your hap- 
pineſs?“ | 

« Oh! much, much! TI muſt now avail 
myſelf fully of your permiſſion ; and do not 
think me either inconſiderate or haſty, if, 
diſpenſing with thoſe dull faſhions and modes 
which ſpring from dull heads, or from fri- 
volous hearts, I declare to you as ſincere an 
affection, as ardent a love as ever roſe in the 
breaſt of man, as ever was excited in the 
contemplation of lovelineſs and virtue!” 

Signor Roncorone, this declaration 

« Is honeſt in all its principles: if un- 
courtly, it is true; if unembelliſhed, its 
baſis is ſincericy. 1 repeat again, that I love 
you ; and that you were ear to my eyes 
even at the moment they firſt beheld you.“ 

«© You confuſe - you embarraſs me — 
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© Truth ſhould never confuſe ; and vir- 
tue, like your's, dear Roſolie, can be but 
for a ſhort period embarraſſed by the humble 
declaration of an unaſſuming man, who fears 
he 1s not poſſeſſed of ſufficient merit to raiſe 
in your mind, and to excite in your boſom 
ſentiments and affections ſimilar to his own. 


I fear all this; for he who modeſtly loves, 


muſt have many fears. + To enter into any 


exordium on your perſon, ſweet as it is to 
me, would have the tones of foppery and to 
enumerate your virtues, and methodically | 
comment on them, would place neither of 
us in a- pleaſant - view; therefore, on theſe 
topics I would not enlarge, tzough it were 
impoſſible to remain wholly ſilent. In my 
hours of ſolitude, when my fancy raiſes your 
figure, then the i correſponding qualities of 
your mind are alſo remembered; and then I 


can indulge myſelf in the reverie without 


* 
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being 
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being thought preſumptuous. And yet, 
Roſolie, could I hope that there was a 
ſympathy in your ſoul could I hope for a 
return of affeftion——” 

© Roncorone ! I greatly eſteem you.“ 

&« I thank you, Roſolie; it is a kind, a 
ſoothing, but not altogether a ſatisfactory 
word. You may eſteem a thouſand otner 
men, though it might be diificult to ſay you 
loved ſo many. Oh that I were aſſured 1 
was ſo happy a being as to be placed in che 
ſecond claſs, and that thoſe affections which 


I harbour for you were counterbalanced and 


equal in your boſom !” 


&« And may they not be, Roncorone?“ 
« And are they? are they, ſweet Roſolie?“ 
„ never ſee virtue but J love it, as well 
as its poſſeſſor; and ſeeing it in you, I would 
have my reſpect increaſe, not dimiail * 
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« Dear girl!” I exclaimed, „be more 
explicit, You lead me half way to joy, 
and I entreat you not to ſtop me in my 
courſe. Go on, I conjure you; realiſe my 
hopes; and tell me that my wiſhes have 
not been repeated ineffectually.“ 

Roſolie, ſmiling, but with a tear in each 
eye, was preparing to anſwer, when a ſer- 
vant came to her to ſay that Signora Bianca 
withed her to go immediately to her chamber. 
© Delay it,” I cried, as ſoon as the ſervant 
had withdrawn, “delay it for a few mo- 
ments, and leave me not unſatisfied.” 

Ee cannot now ſtay,” ſhe replied ;- © we 
ſhall meet again.” | 

% May I wait on you at this hour to- 
morrow * : 

Then, and at = other time, I ſhall 
be happy to ſee you.” 

But may I, in the interim, be aſſured 
that you pardon my preſumption? 


* 


« There 


7 
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« There is no preſumption on which 1 
can place my pardon ; no offence of which I 
can ſay, it is forgiven.” 7 

« But there 1s a /ove to which you can ſay, 
Be conſtant, and [ will reward you!“ 

She took my hand as ſhe was leaving the 
room; the tears, which had been riſing in 
her eyes, dropped from them upon it; yet 
till ſhe ſmiled with increaſing lovelineſs, 


and filled me with rapture by exclaiming— 


' « Be conſtant, and I will reward you!“ 


This was one of the happieſt days of my 
life : had never before taited ſuch felicity; 
my joy was obſerved by every perſen who 
ſaw my face, but from all-1 concealed the 
cauſe of my tranſports ; my heart panted for 
the promiſed interview on the ſuccceding 
day, when I ſuggeſled I ſhould be able to 
draw from Roſolie a ſtill ſweeter confeſſion, 


and alio to place before her thoſe plans which 


EC: love 
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love had ſo haſtily and fondly ſketched. — 
The next day, a little before the appointed 
hour, I ſet out for Salvini's houſe, which, 
though it were the manſion, of my father's 
deteſted enemy, contained a treaſure that I 
would not have exchanged for the wealth and 
grandeur of Perſia. 

My happineſs was certainly tinctured with 
enthuſiaſm, for I was provoked to ſee any 
face, on this day, marked with anxiety; to 
every beggar I gave a piece of money, and 
obſerving one wretch more dejected than 
any other, I beckoned him into an alley, and 
' doubling my denation, told him to be glad, 
and bleſs the name of Roſolie. 

I found it neceſſary to ſprinkle my ima- 
gination a little before I preſeated myſelf to 
her; and did not knock at the door until I 
found that my reaſon was more calm and 


governable, Being ſhewn into the room 


where 
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where J had, the preceding day, held the in- 
tereſting converſation with Roſolie, while the 
ſervant went to inform her that I was there, 
I éfancied that I heard a repetition of the 
ſweet ſounds which had then iſſued from her 
mouth. She did not immediately come to 
me. Þ 
She is diffident, I thought; ſhe cannot keep 
the roſy bluſhes from her chezks, and is 
aſhamed of the ſuffuſion; ſhe trembles to 
meet her lover, and her timidity {till remains 
to be conquered. Come, dear girl! come 
and be confident, My eyes are for adoration, 
but not for rudeneſs ; my {peech would be 
ſimple, not bombaſtic; and it I ſeek for fur- 
ther goodneſs in you, I will entreat for it in 
the unaffected ſtrains of love, and not dare to 
exact it either by looſe inſinuation, or by 
bold enquiries. 
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She came, juſt as my imagination had 
pictured her. Her eyes fell from my face 
to the floor; and her voice tre mbled as ſhe 
ſpoke to me, though ſhe endeavoured to 
appear compoſed. I tried to ſmile away her 
_ confuſion, and alſo to remove it by ſpeaking 
of the common topics at general meetings, 
and, for a while, forbore to allude to what 
had occurred on the day then laſt gone by. — 
This had the effect that I deſired : ſhe was 
again my unembarraſſed friend; and our 
mutual reſerve paſſing over, ſeemed to open 
the way for mutual love. Fortune befriended 
me in this interview as much as in that of the 
preceding day : no interruption was likely 
to be given to our converſation, as Signora 
Bianca, accompanied by a friendly devote, 
was gone to matins. 6 

« To admit you in her abſence,” aid 

Roſolic, ſmiling, would be by her, I fear, 

6 | conſidered 
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conſidered as an impropriety ; but you had 
propoſed calling this morning, and I had 
promiſed to ſee you: I was afraid, therefore, 
that a denial on my part would have ſounded 
rather unfriendly.” : 

«Tt would indeed,” I replied; © I might, 
perhaps, have called it even cruel, Bianca, 
I believe, could not be fo ſcrupulouſly de- 
licate : beſides, 1 have ſome reaſon. to ſup- 
poſe that ſhe has admitted me into her par- 
ticular favour ; for ſhe always ſmiles good- 
naturedly when I approach her, and has ſe- 
veral times given an oblique, and not un- 
handſome compliment, which made me 
more ſtudious to increaſe the value of her 
opinion, and alſo to merit her friendſhip.— 
But, dear Roſolie, before ſhe returns, allow 
me to renew the ſubject of yeſterday—a ſub- 


ze& which, for ſweetneſs, exceeds every other 
that has met my car from thoſe prattling 
D 6 days 
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days when I liſtened to my beloved parent 
nurſe, even to the moments in which I at- 
tended, with rapture, to your confeſſions !”? 


« Confeſhons | Roncorone 


«© Yes, my Roſolie! confeſſions. — 
Though you were ſparing of your words, 
thoſe which you did utter were kind evi- 
dences in my cauſe ; and in your eyes I ſaw 
ſo much generoſity, ſuch a ſweetly tempered 
regard, that all the doubts with which my 
mind was burthened, were ſhifted from it as 
the dark clouds are often driven from the 
ſky of ſummer. But as in our nature there 
is an unappeaſable craving, and as the con- 
ſciouſneſs of being happy will often excite a 
wiſh to be happier ſtill, may I may I, dear 
Roſolie, hope that you will now confirm 
what you ſaid yeſterday, that you will—with 
delicacy I aſk it of you be leſs equivocal in 
telling the man to whom you. are the firſt 


and 
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and beſt heloved object in the world, that— 
you love him!“ 

« will! I will!” ſhe cried; © our fen- 
timents are kindred; hefitation would be 
infincere ; concealment hypocriſy. I con- 
feſs, and bluſh not to confeſs, that, before 
you had made to me any declaration, my 
heart had voluntarily given to you its beſt, 
its moſt ardent affections. This is, indeed, 
being ingenuous ; but I am ſelf acquitted, 
and do not fear that you will condemn me.” 

ce Condemn you!“ I exclaimcd ; © con- 
demn you! a thouſand kind thanks to you, 
and as many bleſſings on you for your ſince- 
rity! And when I abuſe it, may I become 
contemptible to the eyes of man, and finful 
in thoſe of God ! It is now known to us— 
bleſſed · knowledge that mutual love reigns 
in our breaits: mutual love has but one 
grand object, union; till chat is effected, 


\ 


the 


: 
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the ſympathies, however nearly allied, can- 
not wholly comingle; in our pleaſures 
there is ſomething yet to ſigh for ; and happy 
as we are, there are ſelicities ſtill to attain, — 
Lovely as you now appear to me, and 
dearly as my heart at this moment prizes 
you, I hope a day will ſoon arrive when 1 


hall fondly imagine that a brighter beam of 
beauty irradiates your face, and that your 
heart is enriched by many additional vir- 


- tues | 
ce Stay, ſtay, enthuſiaſt !” cried Roſolie. 
e Oh, check not my good and happy 
ſpirits,” I replied, © nor baniſh my imagina- 
tion from the banquet prepared by itſelf, — 
Alluſions and inſinuations are the practices 


of the weak and deſigning ; of the former, 


when love is ſtronger than the underſtanding ; 


of the latter, when villany is ſtronger than 
love; I therefore diſclaim them for their 
unworthineſs; 


4 


MAD MAN OF THE MOUNTAIN, 63 


unworthineſs ; he who admires ſincerity, and 
1 confeſs I do, will never willingly deviate 
from its ways. Circumſtances, dear Roſolie, 
induce me to be bricf—abrupt perhaps you 
will think me; yet allow me to aſk whether 
I may not expect my love and aſſiduity to 
meet with an early reward - for a reward you 
have actually promiſed me; and whether, in 
tte character of an huſband, I may not ſtrive 
1 to make myſelf ſtill more worthy of your 
eſteem, of your tenderneſs, and affection?ꝰ 
9 te Oh no, Roncorone !” 
: « No! do not ſay ſo: you have con- 
fled ——” 4 


© What I would again aver.“ 


\ 


© That you are my friend—that you love 
no other man better ?” 

None ſo well! I repeat it—none ſo 
truly!“ 


— 


a God 
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© God bleſs you for it! And what then 
ſhould prevent our union ? What barrier can 
there poſſibly be to ſuch a circumſtance ?— 
Name it; I entreat you to name it.“ 

« My poverty.” | 

© Your poverty! your poverty!“ 

« Yes, that which chills many a noble 
heart—that which ſends many a virtuous 
being to ſhiver in obſcurity—that which 
curdles the milk of many a mother, whoſe 
breaſt is the only offering (he has for her 
meagre babe - and that which once brought a 
thouſand evils on my buried parent!“ 

She burſt into tears: 1 begged her to be 
compoſed. 

ce ſhall be, preſently,” ſhe ſaid; © I do 
not often yield to the weakneſs of complaint, 
and now will quiet it as ſoon as poſſible.— 
But as you may not be acquainted wich my 
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real ſituation, let me conciſcly inform you 
of it,” | 

« It will diſtreſs you, dear Roſolie !—it will 
give you pain.“ 

« No, not much; I am not entering into 
a narrative ; a few ſimple words will be ſuf- 
ficient for my preſent purpoſe. My father, 
I grieve to ſay it, was a ſon of error; fatally 
attached to what are by many called the plea- 
ſures of life, and better known to the follow- 
ers of diſſipation than to the lovers and prac- 
tiſers of virtue. Vet he was not altogether 
deſtitute of good qualities; he however ſuf- 
fered them to ſtray from him too often, and 
was not ſolicitous enough to gain the general 
regard of the world; though many have 
ſpoken in his praiſe, and all who knew him, 


acknowledged the force of his wit and miſ- 


applied genius.“ 


He was not, I believe, a Venetian?“ 
No, 


2 
: 1 
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« No, he was a native of Florence, and 
in that city he married my mother ; a beay- 
tiful and accompliſhed woman, a branch of 
a conſiderable family, and endowed with a 
fortune ſupericr to his own. - The ſtyle in 
which, for ſeveral years, he continued to live, 


the magnificence of his table, the liberalicy 


of his ſou:, and his eaſineſs to be impoſed on, 


at length conſiderably impaired his fortune ; 
but ſtill anxious to court the opinion of the 
world, ftill loth to depart from his uſual 
conſequence, he went forward inſtead of re- 
tracting, and winked at the danger that 
ſeemed to be lurking near to him, when he 
ſhould have prudently pondered on the 
means of preventing its cloſer approach.— 
About this time he loſt his wife, my dear 
mother! It touched him; he mourned ſin- 
cerely for her; reſided a twelvemonth in re- 
tirement; and then—Oh wiat ſtrange in- 
fatuation 
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fatuation returned to Florence, to folly, to 


extravagance ſtill more glaring and un- 
bounded !'? 

« The fatal effects of an ill-regulated 
mind!“ | | | 

« Ah! they were, indeed.—I was then 
young, and unconſcious of his errors, as well 
as ignorant of his circumſtances. The world 
ſmiled, and he was ſatisfied; the ſycophants 
cringed, and he perceived not their dupli- 
city; they commended, appltuded, and 


| he further trove to excite their ſmiles and 


admiration. At length, in the voyage of 
pleaſure he met with a complete wreck ;— 
the demands upon him were almoſt innume- 
rable, and his fortune was not adequate to 


fatisfy half of them. The whole of his pro- 


perty was wreſted from him; and all thoſe 
friends, thoſe ſmiling friends, became as cold 
as the ſtatues which adorned his veſtibule, 
IT | through 
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through which the hypocrites were accuſ- 
tomed to paſs on their way to pleaſure and 
luxuries. This reverſe was dreadful to my 
father! Fearful of the malice of his creditors, 
| he reſolved to leave Florence immediately, 
and to retire with privacy to ſome place 
where he and his diſaſters ſhould be unknown. 
I was fitting one evening with a female friend 
of my departed mother, who had, ſince her 
death, reſided in the houſe, and took on her 
the duties of a governeſs, when my father 
ruſhed into the room, and having put a letter 
into the hands of my inſtructreſs, took me 
up in his arms, and carried me to a carriage 
that was waiting in the ſtreet, He ſprang 
in after me, and we were driven away with 
ſuch ſpeed, that I began to expreſs my 
childiſh fears, and enquire the cauſe of our 
unſeaſonable expedition ; but taking me on 
his knee, and kiſſing me, he aſſured me there 


was 
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was no danger, and begged that I would not 
aſk him any more queſtions of that nature. 
I obeyed him, and continued ſilent ; but his 
fighs melted my heart, and when I laid my 
head upon his breaſt, I felt ſeveral tears fall 
from his eyes upon my face. 

« We travelled all the night,” continued 
Roſolie, © and reſted but little on the follow- 
ing day. My young mind was impreſſed 
by the ſtrangeneſs of my father's counte- 
nance, and he ſpoke to me in fuch, mingled 
tones of tenderneſs and melancholy as J had 
never heard before. On the third day he 
declared he could go no further, and the 
driver was deſired to ſtop at the firſt inn ;— 
we were, however, at ſome conſiderable diſ- 
tance from an houſe of reception; and 
when at length we were driven to one, the 
ſtrength of my father ſeemed to be wholly 
exhauſted, He ſent me to bed almoſt im- 


mediately, 
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mediately, and ſoon after retired to his own ; 
but when, in the morning, I ran to his 
chamber, I was told that he was very ill, and 
that a Doctor had juſt been ſent for. With 
my eyes full of tears, I undrew the curtains, 
and took hold of his hot hand ;—raiſing him- 
ſelf with difficulty, he. claſped me in his 
arms; but the Doctor then coming in, I 
was Jed from the room by one of the female 


ſervants of the inn. Going ſorrowfully along [ 


8 


a paſſage, ſome perſon ſpoke my name, and 


touched my ſhoulder, when, turning round, 


J perceived that it was Signor Salvini, whom 5 


J knew to be an intimate friend of my fa- | 


ther. With great ſurpriſe he enquired who 


brought me thither. My father, Signor,“ 


I replied, © my father !” 


„ And where is he?” demanded the f 


Signor. 
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« Dying in that chamber!“ I cried, point- 
ing to the room in which he lay, and to 
which his friend immediately aſtened, 

« T-promiſed,” Roſolie rejoined, © to Uſe 
but few words, and muſt not therefore be fo 
minute in my deſcription which, I confeſs, 
even now.gives me great pain, The fever 
that had ſeized my father was too obſtinate 
for the powers of medicine ; I ſaw him only 
twice afterwards, and, in the laſt interview, 
with many, many ſtruggles of affection, he 


gave me over to Signor Salvini, who was 


| ſtanding. by the fide of his bed, and bade me 


love and reſpe& the man who had promiſed 
to be my protector, when the grave ſhould 
have hidden from me for ever my laſt ſur- 
viving parent, He died a tew hours after 
having uttered this injunction!“ 

« Dear Rofolie !” I cried, © you are diſ- 
treſſed, agitated! 
« No, 
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« No, not much—not much ; but the 
fatal errors of my father can never make me 
ceaſe to love and pity him. Signor Salvini 
was travelling towards Venice when he met 
with us at the inn; and having buried his 
friend, and tenderly endeavoured to ſolace. 
me, he took me with him the remainder of 
his journey, and I have continued to reſide 
with him from that to the preſent period.” 


«© Oh! that you had fallen under the care 


of ſome other man!“ I cried. 


ce Why?“ enquired Roſolie with quickneſs, 


ce It matters not now,” ſaid I, checking 


myſelf; ff 1 only wiſh it had been my father 


to whom you had been conſigned ; that he 


and my mother had cheriſhed and folaced 


you ; and that their darling boy had grown 


up with you, and been the happy companion 
of your earlier days. Oh how I ſhould have 
loved my ſweet aſfociate ! You' to ſpeak of 
poverty, Roſolie 5 To plcad it as a barrier 


ro 
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to our union ! Had you been rich, I might 


have loved you leſs; and you will remember 


that I am no Emperor. He who wiſely 
ſearches for happineſs, and has ſome know- 
ledge of the beſt, and leaſt precarious manner 
of obtaining it, will never conſider a ſuper- 
fluity of wealth as the primary object.— 


Conſent, conſent, my Roſolie, to make the 


felicity of your Roncorone complete pe 
«© Roncorone's generoſity,” ſhe replied, 
ce deſerves a greater reward than I can poſ- 
ſibly beſtow ; but he ſhall ever find me a 
faithful and willing friend.” 
% Heaven bleſs you!” I exclaimed. — 
« Heaven bleſs you !” | 
My rapture almoſt overpowered me ; I 
bleſſed her tongue for its aſſurances, and 
, preſſed her, trembling, to my happy boſom. 
Signora Bianca came into the room ſoon af- ; 
terwards, and I thought ſhe looked more 


VOL, . E earneſtly 
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earneſtly at us than uſual; ſhe fixed her eyes 
on the bluſhing face of Roſolie, and did not 
ſpeak to me with her. accuſtomed good- 
nature. I addreſſed her ſeveral times ; but ſhe 
heard me ſomewhat coldly, and her manners 
were repulſive till I withdrew. I could not 
conjecture the actual cauſe of this behaviour; 
and knowing chat ſhe could not poſſibly have 
overheard us, I remained in ſuſpenſe all the 
day. I d 

On the following morning, however, I 
received a letter from Roſolie, which ex- 
plained the myſtery.— She addreſſed me 

thus :— | | 
Since I laſt ſaw you, Roncorone, Sig- 
nora Bianca has been talking to me with 
great earneſtneſs, and I have, in conſequence 
of it, ſuffered much embarraſſment and 
anxicty. I hough her language ſeemed to 
me a little harſh, yet I believe ſhe was 
5 prompted 
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prompted: by the beſt of feelings and moſt 
friendly ſentiments. She ſays that your viſits 
have been too frequent; and that, having 
never been introduced to Signor Salvini, or 
ſpoken of by him, ſhe fears ſne had acted 
incautiouſly in allowing your introduction to 
her and me by Signor Alberti. To her re- 
marks ſhe has added ſome inſinuations; ſhe 
tells me that ſhe diſcovered confuſion in my 
looks yeſterday, and that your unuſual anima- 
tion originated from ſome particular cauſe ; 
which cauſe ſhe hinted at, and, at the ſame 
time, demanded of me what I could not 
calmly anſwer. You will not be admitted 
any more till the return of Signor Salvini, 
which, according to a letter that Bianca re- 
ceived this morning from Vienna, is delayed 
for another week, When he comes back to 
Venice, I truſt that I ſhall ſee you again— 
that I ſhall be allowed to converſe with, and 
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allure you that you are ſtill dear to the 
heart of 

„ RoOsoLIE VENZONE.” 


<6 # - = 


em 


The beginning of this letter filled me with 
ſorrow and concern ; but the conclufion in- 
ſpired me with rapture. To be deprived of 
the happineſs of ſeeing Roſolie was cruel ;—; 
to be loved by her, to be dear to her heart 
was, however, a joy that nothing could 
equal, At the return of Salvini ſhe thought 
of our meeting again.—Salvin ! was it 
likely: that ke would allow of my viſits, ſanc- 
tion my love, or approve of my propoſals ? 

Roſolie was a ſtranger to the affair between 
my father and her guardian: I had never 
told her of it; and as it had taken place at 
a great diſtance from Venice, and many years 
had ſince paſſed over, it was no longer 
ſpoken 
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ſpoken of, and known but to few. Enter- 
taining the ſentiments which I did for Sal- 
vini, could I poſſibly force myſelf upon his 
notice? Could I humble myſelf to, and ſo- 
licit the man who had deſpiſed, reviled, and 


_ attempted to murder. my noble- minded fa- 
ther? Impoſſible ! So ] at firſt thought; but 


Roſolie being the object, I afterwards ac- 
knowledged that I could do any thing for 


her. My ill opinion of Salvini was merely 


hereditary; for J had ſeen little of him, 


heard little of his character; he was, how- 


ever, reported by my friend Alberti to poſ- 
ſeſs great pride and inflexibility, which he | 
could occaſionally very artfully cover and 
my informer added, that he was a man of 


ſtrong and violent paſſions. | This intelli- 


gence certainly was not favourable to my 

deſigns ; but thinking chat it might pro- 

bably be exaggerated, I was reſolved to do 
oy E 3 any : 
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any thing conciliatory for the obtaining of 
Roſolie. 

I had not ſeen her for four days, when I 
contrived to have a letter conveyed privately 
to. her, in-which I conjured her to give me 
an interview of a few minutes. The bearer 
of my letter brought me an anſwer :—Ro- | 
ſolie was all tenderneſs; ſhe named an hour 
when Signora Bianca would be with her 
Confeſſor, and appointed a place for our 
meeting at ſome little diſtance from the 
houſe. I could ſcarcely moderate my joy; 
1 was at the ſpot of aſſignation almoſt an hour 
before that which had been appointed; my 
impatience was not to be reſtrained; and I 
fooliſhly e the time lagged een 
to perplex me. 

At length Roſolie appeared, and J ha 
her in' my arms ; ſhe trembled greatly, tears 
were in her eyes, and ſhe was apparently 
much diſtreſſed, | 
| ce I fear,” 
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« I fear,” ſhe cried, © that I am acting 


with great impropriety ; I am treating Signora 


Bianca with duplicity, and doing what might 


bring on me diſgrace and opprobrium.” 
Preſſing the flutterer to my heart—* Rely, 
beloved Roſolie! I replied, “ on the ho- 
nour of your Roncorone. Our future meet- 
ings will not, I hope, be clandeſtine; and 
the world is too well acquainted with your 
virtues to attempt to ſully them. Be com- 


poſed ; your agitation is diſtreſſing to me.— 
Oh how my heart thanks you for this Kind- 


* 


neſs | 
I could not entirely quiet her apprehen- 
fions ; and ſhe urged me to be brief, as the 
time that Bianca's Confeſſor continued with 
her would probably not exceed half aa hour, 
1 led her to ſpeak of Salvini, and ſhe men- 
tioned him in high terms, ſaying that he 
had been the ſteady friend of her father, and 
E 4 | to 
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to herſelf very indulgent, kind, and even 
profuſe ; ſhe confeſſed that to almoſt every 
other perſon he was exceedingly imperipus 
and moroſe ; but to her, and particularly of 
late, ſhe added, he had ſhewn the moſt un- 
bounded affection. | 

She ſpoke this with great ſimplicity, —1I 
ſtarted “ Moroſe to almoſt every other 
perſon, and ſhewing to you wunbounded 
affection! D | | 

= Yes, Roncorone ; ; thoſe ſentiments 
which he bore for my father, he has transfer- 
red to me.” | 

This did not altogether quiet me ; I how- 
ever aſſumed a compoſure; and as I had 
urged for this meeting, partly to learn from 
her more fully the character of Salvini, and 
to inform her of all that 1 knew reſpecting 
him, which 1 had, for ſeveral reaſons, hi- 
therto neglectẽd to do, I begged her to at- 
tend with patience to me for a few minutes. 

3 | That 
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te That my love for my ſweet Roſolie is 
ſincere as it is ardent,” I ſaid, © I think ſhe - 
will not queſtion. If I am to go with her 
through life, happineſs ſurely cannot be 
wanting ; but ſhould there not be ſuch an 
union as my heart wiſhes for, to that heart 
muſt be attached an unfading regret, if not a 
ceaſeleſs miſery. Roſolie, how am I to 
attain you?“ 

« By declaring your ſentiments to Signor 
Salvini on his return. 1 owe him much, 
and to make my union happy, I could wiſh 
to have his ſanction.“ : 

« But what if he ſhould wihbold his 
conſent? Will you give up Roncorone to 
deſpair and affliction ?” * 

No!“ ſhe replied, with JEN force, 

ce Not forſake not abandon him?“ 

“Never! I have a ſenſe of Salvini's fa- 
vours and tenderneſs; I regard him as a 

E 5 | 8 father, 
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father, and as ſuch reſpect him ;—to offend 


him might make me unhappy ; but viewing' 
him as I do, I cannot conſider him as the 
arbiter of my affections, or as the director of 
my choice, My heart is your's, Roncorone. 
Salvini cannot force it into the poſſeſſion of | 
any other man.“ | 

| Oh! what a confeſſion was this! It made 
me almoſt extravagant. Relying on her 
promiſe, I now ventured to tell her of the 
affair ' that had formerly taken place between 
Salvini and my father; and alſo to hint my 
ſuſpicions that he would, on that account, 
rancorouſly oppoſe our union. She ſtarted at 


the intelligence, and ſhewed many figns of ſur- 
priſe ; A 


ſhe ſoon regained her compoſure, 
and proteſted that' whatever might be his 


_ oppoſition, ſhe - would ever adhere to the 


declarations which ſhe had then made. She 


prepared to retire, fearing that Bianca would 


4 diſcover 


MAD MAN OF THE MOUNTAIN. 83 


diſcover her abſence; and, in order to avoid 
ſuſpicion, ſhe wiſhed me not to accompany 
her home, 

« Roncorone,” ſhe ſaid, giving me her 


hand, © I have ſpoken as ſincerity prompted 


me ; but, believing you a man of honour, I 
fear not a failing in your diſcretion; I con- 
fide implicitly in you.“ 

«© Then you confide in one,“ I replied, 
cc who values your perſon and happineſs 
above every other thing on earth!“ 

She then left me to my joy, gazing on the 
beautiful viſions of expectation, and liſtening 
to the ideal promiſes of hope.* 8 W 
My head ſerms as light as the down of the 
thiſtle. If a man of reaſon candy be the 
guide of his own thoughts, how ſhall Ron- 
corone, who is reputed mad? * 

„ „ „ # * * * 

Salvini returned to Venice: I was anxious 

to know the tenor of his ſentiments as ſoon 
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as poſſible; but Roſolic intimated to me 
that ſhe wiſhed me not to introduce myſelf 


immediately to her guardian. Her motives 
ſprung from delicacy, and I attended to her 
injunctions, though they ſerved to increaſe 
my impatience. Roſolie and I were unſeen 
by each other for ſeveral days, and I ſpoke 
of my diſappointment to Alberti, and alſo of 
my anxiety to convey to her a letter, with- 
out making it appear to the family in which 
ſhe lived that ſhe held a clandeſtine corre- 
ſpondence. | | 
„ Say no more, Roncorone,” cried the 
gay Alberti; “ at night you ſhall ſee the Ma- 
dona of your idolatry ; and I will undertake 
to convey any letter to her that you may 
pleaſe to write, and entruſt to me. I was at 
- Salvini's houſe about an hour ago, when I 
heard him tell the ſervants that he ſhould be 
on the water to-night at eleven, and that 


5 Roſolie 
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Roſolie and Bianca would accompany him. 
I ſhould know his gondola from a thouſand ' 
others, if there were only half a beam of 
moon- light. What ſay you, Roncorone, to 
a revel on the waves of the Adriatic ? Will 
you accompany me?“ 

I acceded to his propoſal with true plea- 
ſure ; wrote my letter ; gave it to him ;— 
and at ten o'clock went with him to the 
water. I knew not how he meant to deliver 
my epiſtle, but he told me to rely on his 
friendihip and ingenuity. The paper that I 
had addreſſed to Roſolie, ſpoke of my re- 
cent mortifications and ſolicitude, and en- 
treated her to allow me to introduce myſelf 
to Salvini without any further delay, in order 
that I might know whether he ſanctioned or 
diſcountenanced my addreſſes. 

Alberti knew at what place the gondola 
of Salvini was ſtationed; we therefore ſailed 


* 


but 
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but a little diſtance from it, and waited for the 
arrival of the expected party, At length 
Alberti told me he heard the Signor's voice; 
and directing my eyes to the ſpot that he 
pointed to, I ſaw Salvini aſſiſting ſeveral 
ladies into the gondola. My ear caught the 
muſic of Roſolie's tongue; and the night 
was ſo clear, that I could plainly diſtinguiſh 
her figure in the group. | 

They rowed paſt us; Alberti did not diſ- 

cover himſelf, or give any ſalutation; I could 
ſcarcely refrain from ſpeaking o Roſolie ;— 
but my friend put his finger to his lips as a 
mark of ſilence, and followed them, though 
he kept at ſome diftance. Salvini's party 
ſeemed in high ſpirits; but Roſolie ſeldom 
Joined in the converſation, or, taking a part 
in it, ſpoke vety faintly. I feared that ſhe 
was depreſſed and unhappy ; and the idea of 
her being ſo was ſufficient to bring me to her 


imagined 


) 
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imagined condition. We now drew neare 
to the boat that contained her, when Alberti, 
having previouſly deſired me to wrap my- 
ſelf up in my cloak, took a flute from his 
pocket, and played a ſolo with ſuch {kill and 
delicacy, that he inſtantly attracted the notice 


of every perſon in the gondola that preceded 
us. . 


Perceiving that he had drawn their atten- 
tion towards him, he whiſpered me to ſtep 
behind the curtain of a ſmall filk canopy ;— 
he then laid aſide the inſtrument, and fung a 
canzonet in ſo ſuperior and exquiſite a man- 
ner, that he increaſed the intereſt he had at 
firſt excited, 

e Alberti!“ cried Salvini, recollecting the 
voice. The gondolas were now cloſe to 
each other. | 

« Signor Salvini,“ cried Alberti gaily, 
© cannot you let a man ſhew his gallantry 


without 


7 
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without bringing him into immediate no- 
tice ? Had you ſuffered me to remain un- 
known, I would have played to you till I 
cramped my fingers, and ſung you more 
ſongs than were ever written by Metaſtaſio.“ 

& Join our party,” ſaid Salvini, “ and 
then you ſhall hear my apologies,” 

« J am ſorry,” replied Alberti, © that I 
am obliged to decline your invitation, -having 
an engagement within an hour.“ 

« But your ſong,” lad Roſolie, © has 
charmed me; and by ſinging it again, you 
will give me much pleaſure.” 

Alberti ſung again, and with increaſed 
effect; every perſon, except himſelf, was 
mute; when, peeping from behind the cur- 
tain, I ſaw the ſweet face of Roſolie within a 
- few yards of me. Alberti finiſhed the air, 
and preſented a paper to Roſolie. 

« As you like the words,” he ſaid, © 1 
will give you a copy of them; your ſmiles 


will 
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will ſufficiently reward the poet. Here are 
copies alſo for your friends ; diſtribute them, 
if you pleaſe. Signor Salvini, I have one 
left for you; the author is ingenious, but un- 
fortunate; I have promiſed to ſolicit pa- 
tronage- for him, and will ſpeak to you on 
the ſubje&t at ſome future time, Good 
night! pleaſure attend you all!“ 

Ordering the gondoliers to take us on 
ſhore, we were ſeparated from Salvini's 
party ;—the preſence of the men prevented 
me from ſpeaking particularly ta. Alberti; 
and when we had left the, water, he would 


s' converſation, 


allow me only a few min 
r, told me that my 
letter had been delivered with the verſes, and 


during which he, howe 


that it had not eſcaped the notice of Roſolie. 
He then broke from me, as it was near the 
time of his engagement, and left me to re- 
turp home alone. 1 

* About 
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About noon on the following day I re- 
ceived a letter from Roſolie; affection never 
ſpoke ſweeter words; and ſhe allowed me 
to place myſelf before Salvini 2s ſoon as I 
pleaſed, When Heaven formed this wo- 


man, ſhe ſurely was not deſtined for the 


lower werld | She was—Ah ! why ſhould I 


torture myſelf by a repetition of her virtues 
andprfe ti ons? 

I could not reſt till I had ſpoken to Sal- 
vini; but, having to combat with a thou- 
ſand apprehenſions, I knew not in what man- 
ner to addreſs him. My father roſe in my/ 
mind, and contempt was forming for his 
enemy; conſcious, however, that any ex- 


preſſion or appearance of diſguſt would: 


' weaken my cauſe, I at length determined to 


bear myſelf with apparent reſpect, as I re- 
lied on che conſtancy of Roſolie, and hoped 
I that 
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that Salvini would place no barrier between 
us. PT | | | 
-Rofolie's letter had not reached me more 
than an hour when I availed myſelf of her 
permiſſion, and haſtened to her guardian's 
houſe. He was at home, and without any 
engagement; — having ſent my name to him, 
and requeſted an interview, contrary to my 
fears, he readily granted it; and in a few 
minutes after entered the room into which 
I had been ſne wn. 

«I entreat your permiſſion, Signor, I 
faid, “ to addreſs you as the guardian of 
Roſolie Venzone? 

« You have it,” replied Salvini, without 
expreſſing much ſurpriſe. 

After this requeſt, you will probably 
conjecture theꝰ cauſe of my now appearing 
before you?? | 8 


} | J - " Were 
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« Were I to do ſo,” he anſwered, © I 
might be led into error; you will therefore 


pleaſe to explain it fully, Signor—Signor—” 

ce Roncorone is my name, ſaid I; looking 
earneſtly at him, | 

« True,” cried Salvini, with a changing 
countenance, and with eyes ſcarcely able to 
ſhut. up his indignation, f I would have you 
proceed, Signor Roncorone.“ 1 

« T truſt that a detail of a; is 
not neceſſary, I ſhall briefly ſay, that J 
have lately attached my heart and its affec- 
tions to Roſalie, your ward. I love her 
truly and ardently; to attain her would, I 
think, make me eternally happy; but to be- 
kept ever apart from her would, I fear, be 
ſtripping life of all its choiceſt comforts,” 

I pauſed, but Salvini not ſpeaking 

« Harbouring theſe ſentiments,” I con- 
tinued, and indulging thoſe good hopes 

a Which 


ip 
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which are generally allied to our wiſhes, I 
now preſent myſelf before you, Signor, to 
entreat that you will countenance my affec- 


tion, and alſo allow me intercourſe and cor- 


reſpondence with Roſolie. I am informed 


that you have, for many years, ſtood in the 
place of, and acted as a parent to her; I con- 
ſider myſelf, therefore, as now addreſſing you 
in chat character, and hope that my preſent 
application will not be unſucceſsful,” 

Salvini carried his eyes from my feet to 
my head, and I thought I ſaw contempt 
hanging on his lips; but the placid manner 
in which he afterwards ſpoke, led me to be- 
lieve that my ſuſpicions had done him in- 
juſtice. 1 
Pray, Signor,“ he ſaid, © is Roſolie 
acquainted with the nature of your ſenti- 
ments?“ 
have made them known to her.“ 

« And 
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And ſhe approves them ?” 

e She has made me happy, very kappyy'1 in 
telling me fo.” 

« And ſhe has, I preſume, O_ you 
to me? 
- « Yes, ſhe gave me her permiſſion to 
ſpeak to you on the ſubject.” 

ce Signor Roncorone,” ſaid Salvini, “ I 
have an engagement that prevents me from 
enlarging our converſation at this time.— 
Though I have been the protector of Ro- 
ſolie, who, in her younger days, was con- 
ſigned to me by her father, yet my power as 
a guardian 1s limited. Your acquaintance 


with her has been ſhort ; congenial diſpoſi- 


tions, however, ſpurn zt the reſerve that 


cuſtom has eſtabliſned, and ſoon open to each 
other. I have a ſenſe of the honour done to 


me in being conſulted, but can only ſay, 


that Roſolie muſt determine for herſelf; if 
8 you 


—— 
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you expect a more particular reply from me, 
you muſt firſt allow me to ſpeak with the 
Signora. Call on me on Monday morning, 
and we will then, if you pleaſe, renew the 
ſubject.“ 

He roſe.—I bowed to him as I left the 
room, and was conducted to the door. In- 
clined to think that the ſentiments of Salvini 
were in my favour, and that he regarded me 
not with malice for being the ſon of Ron- 
corone, my hatred for him was ſoftened ;— 
and though I had ſaid to Alberti that Salvini 
and I muſt never meet, yet Roſolie cauſed 
me to think myſelf not degraded by the 
advances vihich.I had made to him. I was 
not then acquainted with the extent of the 
villain's hypocriſy. 

Relying on the love and conſtancy of 
Roſolie, as well as on the approbation of 
Salvini, what expectations. did I harbour ! 


What 


J 
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What beautiful proſpects burſt upon my 
imagination! Credulous, credulous Ron- 
corone! 

As Salvini had neither conſented to, nor 
oppoſed my ſceing Roſolie, I knew not what 
to do in regard to going to her again; but as 
three days only had to elapſe before I was 
to wait on her guardian, I endeavoured | 
to content myſelf by writing tor her an ac- 
count of my recent interview. On the 
Monday I went to Salvini's houſe, and was 
ſoon brought before him; I bowed re ſpect- 
fully as I approached him; my ſentiments 
were not ſo harſh as they had formerly been ; 
and though I did not actually eſteem him, 
yet I no longer hated him. 

He did not receive me warmly, and the 
expreſſion of his eyes was not underſtood by 
me: I thought, at one time, they glanced 
malignity; but the ſmile that immediately 

| followed 
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followed, again ſoftened my ſuſpicion. His 
face was often varying its colour ; and though 
a calmneſs ſeemed to preſide over his fea- 
tures, I could eaſily perceive that it was af- 


fected. I wiſhed him to open the converſa- 


tion ; but finding him not inclined to do ſo, 
I began to ſpeak of the object of my preſent 
vilit, and he heard me with an unmoved 
countenance, 

« Signor Roncorone, he faid, © are you 
ſure that the poſſeſſion of Roſolie Venzone 
would make you permanently happy?“ 

« I hope—I truſt it would,” I replied 
warmly. 

« She is not rich, Signor. ” 

e am not in ſearch of fortune,” I an- 


ſwered, ſomewhat hurt at his manner of of 


ſpeaking theſe words, 
« Since I ſaw you laſt, Signor Roncorone, 
I. have well conſidered your propoſals and 
vol. 1, 7 intentions; 
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intentions; and having the happineſs and 
proſperity of Roſolie at my heart, you muſt 
allow me to ſay that I cannot ſanction your 
further addreſſes.” 

ce Signor! do I underſtand ? Did you not 
on Thurſday give me flattering encourage- 


ment?“ 
« Encouragement! No; I only begged 
for time to think of the affair: I have 


thought of it, and repeat, Roſolie cannot be 


your's with my approbation.“ 


« Aſtoniſhing ! and the reaſon ?” 

« The incompetence of your fortune, and 
your want of rank.” 99 

« And have you no other motives ?” 

«© None ;—no other—theſe are ſufficient,” 


ce Recollet—do you now view me in 


my own character, or as the ſhadow of ſome 


one gone by ? Is not your rejection guided 
by 


# 
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by principles which have been long rooted, 
rather than by ſentiments of a recent date? 


*« You ſpeak enigmas, Signor, faid Sal- 


vini, with a reddened face. 


« And if I do, I replied, * will not put 
you to the unpleaſant taſk of giving them 
ſolucions. You reject my propoſals ?” 

ce] do. As the object, therefore, is not to 
be obtained, I would adviſe you to root it 
immediately from your memory.“ 

« Your advice is too unimportant for my 
acknowledgmens ; the object is to be, fhall 
be obtained. Roſolie has a will of her own.“ 
And have I no influence as her guar- 
dian?'“ | | 

«© None ſufficiently ſtrong, I hope, to 
alter thoſe principles which I know her to 
poſſeſs.” f * 

But with the principles which ſhe does 
poſſeſs, he ſaid, © you probably are not well 
F2 * acquainted, 
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| acquainted. I have converſed with her 8 
cerning you, and told her that my approba- 
tion would never attend her union with you.” 
«You have?” —— 
ce | have. She liſtened to me patiently ; 
and, by the manner in which ſhe received 
my determination, I am led to believe that 
-ſhe can obliterate the flight impreſſion you 
have made, without materially affecting Ar 
happineſs.“ 
0 Signor Salvini,”. I exclaimed, almoſt 
ſwelling into paſſion, “ you are ſpeaking a 
direct and groſs 


No matter—-you are 
deceived. —Roſolie loves me; and I am aſ- 
ſured that ſhe would not deny it to you.— 
The day of our union is not far diſtant, and I 
ſhall ſoon remove her from your houſe.— 

We thought it moſt reſpectful toapprize you 
of our intentions ; but as you would unwar- 


rantably 
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rantably impede them, I am happy that your | 
power does notextend to your wiſhes,” 

Salvini ſeemed endeavouring to ſmother 
his flames: — I told you at our firſt meet- 
ing, © he cried, © that my power as a guar- 
dian was limited; but I now confeſs it is leſs 
ſo than you may imagine.“ A 

« You can then ſtep aſide from veracity ? 
You confeſs it, worthy Signor Salvini !” 

« Leſs irony, and more reſpec, if you 
pleaſe. I have a paper in my poſſeſſion, 
given me by Venzone, the father of Roſolie, 
ſome few hours before his death, in which he 


enjoins her to ſubmit herſelf entirely to my 


direction, and; in the article of marriage, to 


rely implicitly on my guidance and appro- 


bation. If ſhe ſpurn at theſe commands, I 


have yet to learn her character.” : 
I faw'through this ſhallow artifice, and 


looked on him as a contemptible liar ! 
"1 . F 3 8 It 
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ce Tt is falſe !” I cried; it is-falſe ! you 
have no ſuch paper; if you have, it is a re- 
cent forgery, a fabrication of a malevolent 
mind. Rofolie will diſcover the poor ſtra- 
tagem; and the ſenſe of her obligations will 
lefſen, when ſhe diſcovers the ine fficacious 
project. | 

« You talk inſolently !” faid Salvini, riſing 
from his ſeat. 

«Do I, Signor? Chaſtiſe me for it, if 
you dare. You know my opinion, nor will 
I retract. But be cautious how you treat 
me ;. if my paſſions are excited, they muſt be 
exerciſed ; and ſhould you, deſignedly, in- | 
fult me, or obſtinately place yourſelf as a har- | 
rier between me and happineſs, you may 
probably, a /econd time, acknowledge your 
remerity beneath the ſword of a Roncorone.” 
Phe blood fled from the cheeks of Salvini, 
and he borrowed a look of the devil to throw 
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at me. I inſtantly left his houſe, and went 
to my own, where, to my ſurpriſe, I found a 


letter from Roſolie; my eyes ran over the 
contents of it, which were of ſuch an irritat- 
ing nature, that my paſſion almoſt increaſed 
to madneſs, and my actions and exclamations 
nearly terrified my ſervant, She gave me 
an account of her interview with. Salvini, 
repeated their converſation, and informed 


me that his motive for rejecting me was, in 


order that ke might ſupplant me in her affec- 


tions, and become himſelf her huſband !— 
Oh, how I curſed the hypocrite ! TRA he 
| She deſired me to be patient for a few 
days; again aſſured me that her heart was 
wholly mine; that ſhe contemned the trick 
of Salvini's forgery; and that, in the courſe 
of a week, ſhe would quit his houſe, and 
give herſelf up to my love-and honour,» 1 
reſolved to comply with; her requeſt ; ;byt it 
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was difficult for me to ſuppreſs my rage, and 
ſtifle the indignation that had been raiſed by 
the hypocritical dotard, His attachment to 
women was notorious, and his looſe amours 
were generally known; but to think of mak 
ing the blooming Roſolie his wife—the child 
of his friend—eighteen to fifty Contempt 
gave way to mirth, and my rage was diſ- 
ſipated by. a hearty laugh. 
Roſolie wrote to me again on the follow- 

ing day; and, by the manner in which the 
jetter was conveyed, I aſſured myſelf that 
Salvini had no knowledge of her corre- 
ſpondence with me. I found that he had 
once more been enforcing his paſſion, had 
offered to her half of his fortune, laid jewels 
before her, and vowed eternal love and ten- 
WWW 

He alſo ſp̃oke of you,” added Roſolie ; 

* hut in a manner which made me deſpiſe 

2 5 N him; 
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him ; for he depreciated abilities which he, 
cannot himſelf boaſt to poſſeſs, and ſtrove to 

cloud thoſe virtues which are ſuperior to his 
nature. He has ordered his ſervants never 

to admit you again ;—come, however, on 
Thurſday. morning, at the hour of ten ; do 
not be repulſed ; go immediately to his 
ſtudy, with which you are acquainted, and 
where you will probably find im. Tell 
him you are come to demand me of him ;— 
but controul as much as poſſible your paſ- 
ons, and do not hint at the propoſals which 
he has made to me. I ſhall be apprized of 
your arrival by a girl who attends me; 1 
will come to you immediately, bid Salvini a 
laſt adieu, and ſhew you how. much I con- 
fide in your affection and tenderneſs. The 
rigid and unimpaſſioned may cenſure us ; 
but in retirement we will ſmile at their ma- 
lice, and look for no approvers beyond our. 
1 5 | ſelves. 
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ſelves. Roncorone, 'we have at preſent an | 
aſſurance of happineſs; and I truſt that the 
time of its realization is at hand. 
Man is ſubje& to ſuch fine ſenſations as 
language can only coldly deſcribe, and mine 
were of that nature. I hired a beautiful little 
retired houſe, and, in the courſe of four days, | 
furniſhed ite in a manner which“ I thought 
would pleaſe my Roſolie; I placed a man 


and woman ſervant - in it, bought ſome þ| 


muſic and \ inſtruments, and arranged the 
works of her favourite authors in the apart- 
ment intended for her uſe ; my picture alſo 
was there, and I had fixed it in ſuch a poſi- 
tion, that it was ſure to meet her eye on her 
firſt entrance. yr 

| oa8®i:25 i. #1 us 

On Thurſday morning, at the hour of ten, 
-I entered the ſtudy of Salvini, having firſt 
Ailenced the inſolent murmurs of the porter 


* : | \} . [ who 
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who opened the door, and puſhed aſide an 
interpoſing lacquey, who ſtood in the hall; 
and who doubtleſs acted according to the 
directions of his maſter, Salvini was not 
there, nor in any of the rooms below. Re- 


- ſolving to diſpenſe with ceremony, I went up 


ſtairs, one of the ſervants following me, and 


looked into all the apartments, which were 


wholly deſerted, 

I was greatly diſappointed, and the fellow 
who accompanied me, ſneeringly aſked whe- 
ther I wiſhed to extend my ſearch ; but de- 
ſiring him to be leſs impertinent, and look- 
ing at him as if I would not be trifled with, 
he put aſide his. buffoonery, and informed me 


that his maſter, Signora Bianca, and Roſolie 


had left the city the preceding evening.— 


My vexation was extreme, and I could not 
conceal it from the attendant, of whom I im- 
patiently" enquired whither his maſter was 

F6 gone; 
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gone ; but the fellow. proteſted he knew not, 
and alſo that he believed every other remain- 
ing ſervant was as ignorant in that reſpect as 
himſelf, 

My paſſions almoſt choaked me; but 
ſering how much my diſtreſs pleaſed the low- 
minded menials of Salvini, and being aſſured 
that neither he nor Roſolie were in the houſe, 
I departed from thence with a ſick heart, 
end an irritated brain. 
I was divided between ſorrow and rage, 
and a thouſand conjectures crowded upon 
me; many of them extravagant and idle, ; 
others in the greateſt degree tormenting, 
but ſome few of them, on being examined, 
appeared probable. 

«© The eyes of mine enemy have been vigi- 
lant, and his heart has been ſtoring itſelf, even 
to fulneſs, with venom, I am hateful to 
him, becauſe I am the ſon of Roncorone— 
5 becauſe 
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becauſe the noble-minded man from whom 
] ſprang, chaſtiſed him for his lies and 
cowardice, and-placed him in the notice of 
the world with all his villany on his brow.—— 
He has been watchful over the actions of 
Roſolie, has employed emiſſaries; he inter- 
cepted her letter, in order to apprize himſelf 
of its contents and, finding ſufficient time 
for his envious projects, ſent it to me to em- 


5 r pt * 


| bitter the diſappointment \which he knew 1 
mult feel on finding bet clandeſtinely re- 
moved from me.“ 

« Dear Roſolie, I do, indeed, ſuffer as 
much as our malignant torturer could wiſh : 
yet, determined as he ſeems to place a thou- 
ſand barriers between us, let me {till hope 
that I ſhall remove them all, and in the mo- 
ments of ſucceſs and felicity, ſmile on the 
feebleneſs and impotence of his puny malice. - 
The dotard loves her himſelf, and may have 


removed 
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removed her merely to try the force of his 
| eloquence ; to plead a paſſion which nature 
refuſes to aid, and to talk of love at an age 
when moſt good men are ſcriouſly preparing 
themſelves for death. 

« Though Tam at preſent unacquainted 
with the place of Roſolie's concealment, I 
will be active in endeavouring to diſcover it; 
ſhe will not long be hidden from me ; we 
ſhall meet—we ſhall meet, and be happy, 
while the hated Salvini is writhing under the 
torments of a ſelf-accuſing conſcience !” 

So I murmured to myſelf as I walked 
along, endeavouring to ſubdue the paſſion 
that was then choaking me, and to flatter 
myſelf that my difficulties would be ſoon 
and effectually ſurmounted. It was only 
neceſlary to learn the place of Salvini's re- 
treat, to which, on procuring the informa- 
tion, I reſolyed inſtantly to follow, and reſ- 
cue , 
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cue from him the beloved object, of which I 
had, ſome few hours previouſly to my diſap- 
pointment, aſſured myſelf of attaining. In 
my attempt to be tranquil, I could not, how- 


ever, wholly ſucceed I could not entirely | 


quell the tempeſt of my mind, nor think of 
Salvini without curſing him for his treachery 
and hypocriſy. | 

I had not much to fear on Roſolie's 


account, being acquainted with the ſtrength -, 


of her mind, as well as the extent of her af- 
fection; I knew that the arts of her guar- 
dian, as he miſtermed himſelf, could nei- 
ther impair her conſtancy, nor ſhake her 
fidelity ; and that, though the precipitancy 
of his proceedings might, for a little while, 
alarm, they were not likely to ſeriouſly 
frighten her, It was ſome conſolation to me 
that Bianca accompanied her; for I had 
long ſince diſcovered that the old lady's heart 
was 


E ILSS as £521 


* . — r 
a P ˙ eee ie dt a Me 


7 


P 


i 


- 
—_— 
2 


| | 
112 MAD MAN OF THE MOUNTAIN. 


was moſt tenderly attached to her, and that 
her love was little ſhort of the maternal. 
There was yet no ſtability in my mind ;— 
if, for a moment, I liſtened to the voice of 
hope, in the next, vexations crowded upon 
me ſo faſt, that patience was beginning” to 
quit me. In this ſtate-I ſought my friend 
| and uſual adviſer, Alberti, to whom I was 
indebted for making me known to my dear 
Roſolie, and alſo for aſſiſting me in my ſe- 
cret correſpondence with her. I haſtened to 
his houſe, in order to inform him of my diſ- 


appointment, and to entreat his advice and 


aſſiſtance ; but my perplexity was increaſed 
by not finding him at home, and it was late 
in the followiſſg morning before I could ob- 
tain an interview with him. 

On ſeeing him I haſtily recounted the oc- 


currences of the preceding day, and ſtated 


dhe views I had had reſpecting Roſolie, the 
5 | abrupt 
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abrupt departure of Salvini from Venice, and 
the provoking overthrow of the project 
which I had ſo fondly thought would bring 
me a large ſtore of happineſs for future years. 
Alberti was at firſt inclined to laugh at my 
gravity ; but ſeeing my real uneaſineſs, his 
friendly heart inſtantly admitted ſympathy, 


and no longer indulged itſelf with mirth — 


The admirer of human beauty muſt at all 
times have been pleaſed with the face of 
Alberti; the tranſition of his features gave 
to the imagination the picture of a ſpirit, who 
either ſmiles or weeps, and whoſe variations 
of - countenance ſucceed as rapidly as the 
clouds amid which it ſails on its white downy 
pinions, 


te Dear Roncorone !” he exclaimed, with 


tenderneſs, © excule the levity of my nature, 
for which I often have to bluſh ; ſtill it is 
always in your power to give gravity to my 
ſubſtance, 
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ſubſtance, and there is not another man on 
earth than yourſelf, in whoſe concerns I would 
ſo willingiy engage, and whoſe j Joys and chal 
rows I would ſo readily make my own. 

*« I thank you, my good friend,” I re- 
| plied ; © but I have loſt Roſolie !” 

ce She is again to be found.“ 

But how ? Tell me how?“ 

ce Certainly not by deſpondency and com- 
plaints, but by activity and enquiries,” 

«© The ſervants of Salvini are obſtinate, 
and not to be bought; I have not had time 
to ſeek elſewhere, nor do 1 know where to 
apply for information. My diſappointment 
has almoſt ſtaggered my reaſon; and I can 
ſcarcely act conſiſtently, You, Alberti, 
muſt aſſiſt me ; you muſt endeavour to pro- 
cure that information for which my ſoul is 
» Craving ; you muſt aid me in diſcovering 
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the place of my Roſolie's concealment, and 
- exert yourſelf in promoting our union.“ 
&© I will proceed in my deputation imme- 
diately,” replied Alberti; © and I think I 
may venture to bid you rely on the ſucceſs 
of it. Salvini has a wide circle of friends in 
Venice, and it ſhall be my buſineſs to worm 
them all, if it be poſſible. To lock up our 
projects within our own breaſts, and com- 
municate them to no one perſon, is more 
often pretended than performed. Salvini 
has doubtleſs opened to ſome acquaintance ; 
and though he probably ſubjoined an in- 
junction of ſecrecy, yet I know that ſecrecy 
is but an irritating nettle ; and if I only meet 
'with the man who is fo entruſted, my life on 
it that I extract from him the myſtery.” 
e thank you, I thank you, moſt fervent- 
ly,“ I replied, - - 
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ce Stay till I ſhall have done ſomething to 
merit your thanks, Roncorone; animate 
yourſelf ! The ſtolen jewel ſhall be returned, 
beaming with a thouſand additional hues and 
luſtres.“ 

e You are an excellent comforter, Al- 
berti! But have you no conjecture where 
the retreat of my oppoſer may be? 

« [know of no eſtabliſhed reſidence that 
he has, except in this city; ſome time ſince 
he diſpoſcd of his eſtate at Ferrara; beſides, 
if privacy be his motive, as it appears to be, 
he has certainly choſen ſome remote and leſs 
frequented ſpot for his abode. He has tranſ- 
actions of ſome. nature in Germaay, which 
country. he has viſited ſeveral times within 
the laſt four years,” 

« And thither he has l conveyed 
my Roſolie ?” 

cc It may be ſo, indeed.“ 
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6 will go after her—I will purſue her— 

I'll bring her back from thence.” 

« Travel not fo far,” faid Alberti,“ by 

the yague directions of conjecture; for, 
ſhould your route commence with error, you 
ö might not be able to ſurmount the difficul- 
| ties which would be attendant on it, Much 
as I love an ardent ſpirit, I would not be re- 
gardleſs of the voice of caution. Be patient 

for a little while : I will go out now, and 

make ſome few enquiries ; ſhould I procure 

any information, I ſhall almoſt, on- the in- 

ſtant, be with you; and in the evening, 
whether ſucceſsful or diſappointed, you may 
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expect to ſee me. Adieu, dear Roncorone !“ 
He left me; and I hoped, when I next 
ſaw him, to hail him as the meſſenger of 

happy intelligence; I knew his activity of 
mind and body, his winning addreſs, and 
eaſy manner of ingratiating himſelf into the 
. affections 
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affections of all thoſe who liſtened to him; -7 
and from theſe qualifications and accompliſh- 
ments I augured much that. was good and 
favourable to the cauſe. Endeavouring to 
rouſe myſelf from the deſpondency that had 
been gatliering around me, I went on the 
ſame purſuit as my confidential friend ; but 
as I knew not ſo many of Salvini's acquaint- 
ance as Alberti did, I hoped my ill ſucceſs 
would be compenſated by a ſtore of happy 
intelligence from him within a few hours. 
All, on my part, ended in diſappoint- 

ment; my exertions entirely failed of ſuc- | 
ceſs; and I could not diſcover even a ſlender 
clue to lead to the information for which I 
was ſo anxiouſly ſeeking. 'My paſſions were 
again becoming turbulent ; the name of my 
malignant enemy would gather a curſe as it 
came from my mouth; and thought after 
thought ran tormentingly after my faithful 
Roſolie. 
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Roſolie. I was continually watching from 
the balcony, as long as it was light, for the 
return of Alberti; but he did not appear 
before me till ten o'clock, and then the cold- 
neſs of his countenance chilled me. 

« What news? what news?” I haſtily 
enquired ; © have you ſucceeded, or failed in 
learning the route of Salvini ?” 

« I muſt confeſs,” he replied, © that I 
have been unſucceſsful.” 

e Unſucceſsful ! and made xo diſcovery ?” 


« None of importance, though I have been 


employed ever ſince I left you, and very 


actively too.“ | , 

ce Alberti, I cried, © the treachery of my 
enemy will make me mad, My poor Ro- 
ſolie ! how acute her ſufferings muſt be !— 


Could you learn nothing from the ſervants 
of Salvini?“ 


really 
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« J really believe,” replied my friend, 
ce that. they know not what Journey their 
* maſter has undertaken; if they are ac- 
quainted with it, I could not perſuade them 
to divulge it, though I offered the contents 
of my purſe to every one of them on that 
condition, and alſo ſpoke to them in the 
mildeſt terms of perſuaſion.” 

« And they continued filent to this ?” 

e Obſtinate as mules in an unfrequented 
tract. They knew not- they could not tell; 
the Signor had not thought proper to inform 
them. This was the general jargon from 
my firſt enquiry to the laſt. The gravity 
and perverſeneſs of the rogues vexed me; and 
from them I ran to the different houſes where 
Salvini had acquaintances. There again I 
| "was diſappointed: I prefaced my enquiries 

to the men with politics, and thoſe to the 
women with flaſhes and antics of unmeaning 

gallantry: 
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gallantry : I ſucceeded in getting them all 
into good humour; but when I aſked the 
queſtion which induced me-to make the vi- 
ſits to them, I only heard, Is the Signor 
from Venice ?—You ſurpriſe me—indeed I 
know nothing about him.” | 

* aſſure you, Roncorone, I have had a 
tedious day of it: one old lady clacked in 
my ears inceſſantly full two hours; and the 
Marcheſa di Caſtello fixed me in a corner of 
her muſic- room to hear her ſhriek out a ſcore 
of new airs moſt infernally unharmonious.— 
I am ſorry, very ſorry that your ambaſſador 
ſhould return to you with ſuch indifferent 
ſucceſs.” | 

« Good Heaven!“ I exclaimed ; * what 
is to be done ? What would you recommend, 
Alberti?“ 

« Patience: in the courſe of a few days 
we may be able to make the diſcovery.” _ 

VOL, I, 7" 2 But, 
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ce But, in the meantime,” I cried, © my 


beloved Roſolie may be expoſed to the im- 


pertinence of the odious Salvini's paſſion.“ 

« What !” exclaimed Alberti, ſniling ;— 
ce his paſſion? No, no, that is too ridicu- 
lous.“ 

« But it is true,” I replied ; © he has pro- 
feſſed to her his love, abſurd as it may ſcem 
to you; and the man who carr call the ſun- 
ſhine of benevolence. upon his face, and at 
the ſame time be filling his heart wich ran- 
cour, is capable of every thing that is degrad- 
ing, baſe, and vicious,” 

t was late when Alberti left me; but pre- 


vious to his departure, he ſtrove to raiſe my 


ſpirits, and to“ 
But pauſe, Roncorone.— A pain ſcizes 
thy head, and a ſickneſs comes over thy 


heart. God knows how long thine eyeballs 


, 


will 
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will collect the light which tis myſterious 
hand ſhoots over the it.eulity of ſpace. 

AJ * * * 2 * 

I endeavour to obicrie the zulcs of me- 
thod and unity i my narrative; but if my 
outlines are broken, kind ſtrar ger, whoever 
you are, remember tic 1 am lircle Vetter 
than a diſtracted man; oiten witleſs as tlie 
enſnared bird, and ſometimes will as che 
mountain torrent that draws dull and ſuller 
echoes inceſſantly from my Hapæleſs cavern. 
God! God! how ſtrange do I appear wiz! 
ſe]f-examined !—Am I on earth? Have | 
ſubſtance? Do I breathe ? or, has the world 
of ſhadows received me? Am I wandcring 
a ſpirit of mifery ? Am I ſuffering purgatory 
for vices and impurities into which I ran, 
contrary to the monitions of the ſupreme 
Father of the Heavens? Theſe are frequently 
my queſtions: but, at this time, I have no 


G 2 doubts; 
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donbts ; let me therefore avail myſelf of the 
preſent tranquil moments, and proceed. 

When Alberti left me, 1 retired to my 
chamber; but ſleep and 1 were at variance, 
and I took no repoſe from midnight to the 
dawn of day, when I roſe from the bed on 
which I had careleſsly thrown myſelf, and let 
ſome air into my chamber to refreſh me.— 

The infamous conduct of Salvini aſtoniſhed 
and diſguſted me the more I thought of it ; 
there was ſuch a poverty in his reſentment, 
and ſuch a meanneſs in his malice, that I 
could but regard him as a ſorry and veno- 
mous reptile, deſerving to be cruſhed under 
my feet. His clandeſtine departure, and the 

privacy obſerved reſpecting it, reduced him 
to a ſtill meaner object, and plainly ſhewed 
that he feared the anger which he knew he 
muſt excite within my breaſt. 


The 
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The recollection of my proſpe& on the 


preceding morning, when I went forth to 
claim my dear Roſolie, only ſerved to make 
this more gloomy and diſguſting : the fabric 
of hope was ſhaken ; my expected joys, for 
the preſent, were driven far beyond my 
reach, and I knew no means of ſpeedily 
bringing them within it again. I had no fear 
of either tine or diſtance ſubverting the af- 
fections of Roſolie; but believed that there 
was a mutual ſtability in our loves, and that 
the one was no more capable of change or of 
duplieity than the other. | 

The joint enquiries of myſelf nd my 
friend Alberti were as unſucceſsful this day 
as they had been on the preceding; nothing 
was to be diſcovered, nor did any circum- 
ſtance favour us in our ſearch ; the artful 
Salvini had well-regulated his-plan ; had uſed 
great caution in his retreat, and apparently 
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had not entruſted the nature and cauſe of it 


to an iecond perſon. I endeavoured to 
quell my rage, and alſo to ſubdue my ſorrow ; 
and Alberti ſtrove to conſole me by obſer- 
wing, (hat ſorcrunning diſappointments made 
he attainment of our wiſhes infinitely more 
Precious. 

Wiäare I ſituated as you are,” my friend 
would fay, ® I would not bend my brows at 
what you call diſappointments, particularly 
if, like you, I were aſſured of the conſtancy 
of my miſtrefs's heart, and the ſtrength of 
her mind, and that I believed neither of 
them would fail beneath the petty tyrannies 
and artifices of her guardian, I ſhould look 

on my proſpgt as on a diſtant rainbow, 
viewed from an e mine neę on which the clouds 
were ſtill lowering, and ſhould truſt that a 
tranquillity would fucceed my diſaſters, even 
as the richer colours are diffuſed from the 
partial 
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partial ſpot gradually over the whole horizon. 
Take my opinions, dear Roncorone ; make 
them your own ; and do not peeviſhly quar- 
rel with Happineſs, becauſe ſhe has left you 
for a lictle while to bid good-day to Tome 
other fellow of the earth.” | 
Thus he talked; I liſtened, and for a 
ſhort time thought it reaſonable, and that 
my diſcontent and anxiety had not a ſuſſi- 
ciency of cauſe to reſt upon; but when a 
week had paſſed over ſince the departure of 
Roſolie, and ſeveral days of another followed 


it, I could liſten no longer to ſuch offered 


conſolations, neither could I reſtrain the rage, 
nor quiet the grief that alternately ſwelled 


and agonized my breaſt, The inactivity in 


which I had remained, was in ſome moments a 


reproach to me; and I ſometimes formed 


the, extravagant notion of quitting Venice, 
and beginning a random ſearch ; but when 
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the confuſion of my intellects ſubſided a little, 

I plainly perceived the abſurdity of ſuch an 
expedition, which no perſon, poſſeſſing any 
degree of reaſon, would think of under- 
taking, 

I wonder that the frequent irritations of 
my mind did not almoſt reduce me to a ſtate 
of inſanity. Nature had not formed me of 
torpid matter, but had given to my conſti- 
tution a large portion of fervour, by which 
my paſſions were too often actuated; and 
my perplexities, and pangs of wounded af- 
fection, were nearly formidable enough to 
; deſtroy the ſprings of my intellects. Al- 
though the enquiries of Alberti remained 
wholly unanſwered, and his beſt expectations 
had been entirely baffled, yet he neglected 
none of the offices of friendſhip, but, on the 
contrary, was more ſtudious in ' diſplaying 
them. The diſeaſe of my mind was not 

| much 


| 
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much amended by his ſolicitude (for which, 
however, I wasgratefulto him); and his endea- 
vours to aſſure, comfort, and amuſe me, ge- 
nerally were unproductive of benefit. 


He had one morning, about a month after 


the departure of Salvini, been talking with 
me a conſiderable time, and was riſing to 
depart, when my ſervant came into the room, 
and put a letter into my hand. I looked at 
the direction Heavens! the pleaſures of 
that moment will never be forgotten. I ran 
up to Alberti, threw my trembling arms 
around his neck, and burſt into tears of joy. | 

« She is found !” I exclaimed, © ſhe is 
found! Here is intelligence of my Roſohe ; 
and it comes from her own hand. Oh dear 
Alberti! ſhe is found, and by her am I ſum- 
moned to happineſs !” . | 


© Read it, read it!” cried my participat- 
ing friend. 


0 5 « I ſunk 


} 
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I ſunk into a chair; broke the ſeal; and 
haſtily threw my eyes upon the lines ; but an 
obſcurity was placed before them, which, for 
ſeveral moments, prevented me from deci- 


, phering a ſingle ſentence ; and I could not 


diſtinguiſh any of the characters of the letter. 


When I was a little recovered, I did not 
{cruple to let Alberti know all that it con- 
tained ; he was a ſincere, generous friend, an 
almoſt brother, and had taken ſuch an intereſt 
in my concerns, as entitled him to an une- 
quivocal confidence, 

F read the letter to him. Crazed as my 
brain has ſince been, I beheve my memory 
ſtill retains it. In the moments of my ſaddeſt 
affliction, I repeat many paſſages of it over 
and over again, and they melt me to child- 
iſhneſs, and make me as tender as the little 
ones of the herdſmen, who ſtroll into the 


valley to gather the uncultivated flowers to 
braid 
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braid into wreaths for the necks of their fa- 


vourite kids. — Thus my Roſolie wrote :— 


« My hand trembles, my heart is ſwelling 
in my boſom ! My dear friend! my Ron- 
corone l. Oh, I cannot write that name with- 
out ſneduing many tears; but they are ac- 
companied with a ſenſation which I wiſh not 
to ſtifle. Theſe are my firſt happy moments 
fince I ſaw you laſt, at leaſt ſince Signor 
Salvini carried me from Venice to this place; 
from that hour till the preſent I have been 
prevented from writing to you; and no per- 
ſon would liſten to me when I ſpoke your 
name, except Signora Bianca, whole brother 
has treated me ſo un;ultly ; and even ſhe, 
poor penſioner on kindred authority! en- 
treated me to deſiſt, though ſhe did it with 
gentlencſs. 
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« Oh! how I thought of you on the day 


| I had named to quit the protection of my 


guardian, for that which you ſo tenderly of- 


that I ſaw you in an 


hundred different / - ſituations — aſtoniſhed, 


diſappointed, confounded. Salvini then 


appeared to me /a moſt odious creature, 
and I had not f ſingle good ſentiment to 
beſtow on him. Dear Roncorone ! let me 
endeavour to account for my diſappearance ; 
but indeed anxiety has ſo preyed upon my 
mind, that, for ſeveral days paſt, I have felt 
a giddineſs which has almoſt deprived me 


of my ſenſes.” 


« On the morning preceding the day I 
expected to accompany you to your home, I 


was in my chamber, arranging ſome trifles 


for the morrow, and happily thinking of 


you, whom I conſidered as my beſt and moſt 
generous friend. My heart was gay ; con- 


3 fidence 
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fidence attended my affection; and in the 
mirror of my mind I ſaw you as a dear and 
worthy object of honourable love, deſerving 
of every thing the poor Roſolie could render 
you back, and of infinitely more than ſhe 
had means to beſtow. Thus harmonized, 
and my little concerns adjuſted, I fat down 
near the window, when the door of my apart- 
ment was opened, and my ſurpriſe greatly 
excited by the appearance of Signor Salvini, 
whom I had never been accuſtomed to ſee in 
that part of the houſe, A foreboding of 
evil came acroſs my mind: I raiſed my eyes, 
and, as he approached me, looked in his 
face, over which was ſpread a ſarcaſtic ſmile, 
more alarming to me than the frowns and 
contractions of anger would have been. 

cc He came cloſe to me, ſeated himſelf by 
my ſide, and took a paper from his pocker, 
which he unfolded and peruſed, but in a man- 


ner 
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ner that then led me to ſuppoſe he had pre- 
viouſly acquainted himſelf with the contents 
3 

C Perhaps, he ſaid, withdrawing his eyes 
from what he had been reading, © perhaps 
my preſent viſit may be deemed an intru- 
ſion; this is, I confeſs, a place to which I 
have not been accuſtomed to follow you ;— 
but had you. been leſs ſolicitous to ſeclude 
' yourſelf, there would have been no. occaſion 
for me to diſregard the general rules,” 

Signor,“ I replied, © there have been 
times when to me you did not think any 
thing like an apology neceſſary ; the daughter 
of Venzone has not, till of late, been accul- 
tomed to ſuch ceremony, But if you pleaſe, 
I will withdraw into another room,” 

© With your pleaſure,” he cried, © I will 
remain here ; the converſation I with to hold 


with you may ſoon be gone through with ;— 
be 
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be pleaſed only to inform me what you know 
reſpecting this letter.” 

« He put a paper into my hand, and with 
confuſion I ſaw that it was a'copy of the 
letter that I had ſent to you, my dear Ron- 
corone. I read it through, endeavoured to 
collect myſelf, and feeling the glow of re- 
ſentment in my breaſt, enquired by what 
means he had become the poſſeſſor of the 
original. | 

© By ſuſpecting,' he replied, « that you 
were acting unworthily ; and by exerciſing a 
privilege which caution hinted to me I was 
entitled to.“ 

© What!' I exclaimed, © by. intercepting 
my letter; by breaking the ſeal, and fea/ing 
the intelligence it contained?“ 

© I confeſs, my gentle ward,” he anſwered 


ſneeringly, © that your conjectures fall exactly 


upon 
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upon the caſe, and that the means you men- 
tion were actually thoſe which ! employed.” 

© There was not much honour in the 
action, I ſaid, rouſed, for the firſt time, 
to ſpeak to him with acrimony ; it has, in 
my eyes, made you appear a new character, 
and leſs deſerving of the reſpe& which I 
have ever been ſtudious to pay to you.” 

© You are very unequivocal,” ſaid Salvini, 
with a varying colour; © I did not expect 
from you ſo open an avowal.” 

© Whatever I do, I replied, I can ever 
avow ; and whatever I think, I dare generally 
reveal. 1 ſhould be leſſened in my own eſti- 
mation if I were to diſacknowledge what you 
have charged me with. I wrote the letter to 
Roncorone, and it is expreſſive of my true 
ſentiments ; I love him, wiſh to be united to 
him, and to-morrow, as I propoſed, I ſhall 
| give you my laſt thanks, and ſeek for hap- 
pineſs 
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pineſs with the man whoſe wiſhes you would 
oppoſe.” | 

ce Salvini drew ſtill cloſer to me. 

© You are deceiving yourſelf !* he cried ; 
© you ſhall not even ſee him to-morrow ; if 
I can prevent it, you ſhall never ſee him again, 
Marry Roncorone! my moſt determined 
enemy ! I would rather give you to the jaws 
of a crocodile, a monſter which is not more 
cruel or deceitful, Mine you vill not be; 
his you never. all bel | 

Hear me, Signor Salvini, I cried, 

© I will hear you no longer, ungrateful 
girl! I ſhall leave Venice within a few hours; 
my ſiſter goes with me, and you ſhall ac- 
company us. I would ſeek for the remoteſt 
ſpot on earth to place you in, rather than 
yield you up to Roncorone, Prepare your- 
ſelf, therefore, for the journey, for I am reſo- 

lute ; 


138 MAD MAN OF THE MOUNTAIN., 
lute; and if I cannot be loved, I will be 
obeyed.” | 

« He then roſe. I ſtrove to detain, and to 
ſpeak further to him; but he put me down 
on a ſeat, and ſnatching up ſome pens and 
paper that were lying on the table, he haſtily 
left the room, and locked me up in it. 

ce I wiſhed to be reſolute,” continued Roſo- 
lie, „ and to brave his malice ; but, dear 
Roncorone, I thought of you, and tenderneſs 
immediately filled my heart; aſtoniſnment 
overpowered me; 1 could not baniſh the 
weakneſs I contemned; and ſinking nearly 
into a ſtate of inſenſibility, ſo I remained a 
conſiderable time, and till the Signor came 
to ſummon me for the journey. Starting up, 
I declared I would not accompany him; but 
he took me in his arms, and, being very 
powerful, carried me Yowa ftairs, and through 


the garden, and put me in a gondola, by the 
ſide 
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' fide of poor Bianca; he immediately ſprang 
into it himſelf, and, by his directions, we 
were rowed from the ſhore, I placed myſelf 
ſtill cloſer to Bianca, who threw one of her 
arms around my neck ; I knew it were im- 
poſſible to make her hear me without ſpeak- 
ing very loud, and therefore did not attempt 
it; but 1 felt the tears of the affectionate 
woman drop on my hand, and could hear 
her ſtriving to ſuppreſs her ſobs, which ſhe 
ſeemed to fcar would reach the cars of her 
brother. | 

« Salvini remained ſilent a conſiderable time, 
keeping at ſome diſtance from me; at length 
he drew nearer, and offered me fome refreſh- 
ments, but I refuſed them with a motion of 
my head only, for I could not ſpeak while 
my heart was ſo burthened. In about two 
hours we were ſet on the ſhore neareſt to the 
city; and I found that Salvini had not neg- 
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lected his arrangements, for a carriage was. 
waiting for us, and in it we travelled two days 
before we reached this place, which I found 
had not beenin any manner prepared for our 
reception. Here have I, ſince that time, re- 
ſided a priſoner, with neither books to read, 
nor writing materials to make uſe of, only 
in this one inſtance ; hearing every hour new 
inſults heaped upon you, and allo declara- 
tions of love from a man who 1s older even 
than-my father would have been, had he been. 
now living. 
« Oh Roncorone ! how many times has. 
my heart been ſpringing towards you !— 


How many times in an hour have I thought 

of you, and how many tears have been ſhed 

by me ſince our ſeparation ! Salvini has ſeen 

my ſorrow, and ſmiled at it; to have my 

* weakneſs reviled and ridiculed, has, in ſome 
degree, inſpirited me; and when my op- 

preſſor 
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preſſor is preſent, I endeavour to wear the 
maſk of indifference, though, in my boſom, 
I am actually carrying an almoſt broken heart. 
Is this our felicity, my dear Roncorone ? 
No, no—let us hope it is yet to come ! Poor 
Bianca is conſiderably indiſpoſed, and in her 


I] have loſt a tender friend ; loſt, I fay, be- 


, 
cauſe ſhe is confined to her chamber, and 


» 


her havghty brother ſo far reſents my con- 


duct, as to forbid my attending her. What 


a reverſe of manners and ſentiments in this 


man | He is now ſhewing himſelf to me as a 
character of which I had no conception, and 
leading me to believe that there is a ſpecies 
of hypocriſy which can a long time, even 
for a ſeries of years, eſcape the eye of vigi- 
lance itſelf, 

© Dear Roncorone, haſten to me, and 
ſnatch me from the lure into which I have 
been incautiouſly betrayed ;—1n your protec- 


tion 
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3 tion I ſhall be ſecure ; theſe inſults will then 


„ no longer reach me, and my enemies will 


have a chaſtiſer. Haſten, dear Roncorone, 
and releaſe me from this unwarrantable de- 
tention, Reſolved to reſent the tyranny of 
Salvini, I ſeclude myſelf as much as Phſſible, 
accept none of his invitations, and ſeldom 
converſe with him. : Proud, ſtubborn, ro- 
mantic—ſuch are the terms he fixes to my 
conduct; and the epithet of ingrate has not 
been forgotten, but cruelly ſubjoined to 
them. 
« We are living in a moſt retired ſpot, and 
I was a ſtranger to its name till within a few 
days, when I learnt it by hearing, from my 
window, the enquiries of a traveller, directed 
to one of the peaſants of the village, and alſo 
the anſwers of the latter. It is a ſmall habi- 
tation, nearly environed by mountains, — 
Bianca told me ſhe had never ſeen it before, 
925 but 
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but had been informed that it became the 
property of her brother by the bequeſt of a 
relation, who has been ſome conſiderable 
time dead. After thinking of you, my dear 
friend, all the day, how melancholy it is to 
view on the eminences the laſt perſon that 
evening will allow me to obſerve ! My eye 
follows him from the lower to the higher hill; 
] fee him leſſening witn regret; and when he 
either winds from my fight, or is loſt in the 
twilight obſcurity, my heart will grow (til 
more | ſad, its oppreſſions heavier, and 
ſpreading my hands on my diſturbd boſom, 
I exclaim— Oh that yon traveller were 
Roncorone, coming to remove the ſorrows 
of his Roſolie ! 

e have been denied the uſe of a pen by 
Salvini, and I now write to you by ſtratagem. 
One of the domeſtics of the Signor is 2 bene- 
valent and humane creature ; I have given 

: him 
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him money for his family, promiſed him a 
larger donation, and he has, contrary to the 
abſolute commands of his maſter, not only 
furniſhed me with the means of writing, but 
likewiſe aſſured me that he would convey 
this letter to you. Good fellow ! my Ron- 
corone ſhall be your friend for this !—I am 
loath to break off, though my paper is nearly 
filled, and I have uſed the ſmalleſt characters 
in it, Come to me, Franceſco, as early as 
poſſible ; I ſhall not fail to look every hour 
in the day for you from my window,— 
Reſtrain your rage on ſeeing Salvini. There 
is a ſpecies of beings whoſe unworthineſs is 
better regarded with a ſilent contempt than 
with angry invectives; ſuch is Salvini, and 
as fuck I would have you regard him. God 
bleſs you ! God bleſs you! Oh how happy 
will be that moment when my tongue ſhall 
convey ſuch ſounds to your ears; the idea of 
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our meeting gives a thrilling pleaſure to my : 
heart, Adieu, beſt beloved, and moſt de- 
ſerving friend of 

© RosaLIE.” 


Theſe were the words that I read to Al- 
berti, and with emotions nearly ſimilar to 
thoſe which a parent may be ſuppoſed to 
feel, whoſe eye feaſts on an account of the 
proſperity of a favourite child, who had been 
long conſidered as ſleeping in the earth of a 
diſtant country, or as lying a ſkeleton in the 
ſecret caverns of the ocean. 

« Alberti!” I cried, preſſing him in my 
arms, © Alberti! this is one of the moſt 
Jovous moments of my life | I now perceive 
both the folly of deſpondency, and the com- 
forts of anticipating good. I am re- animated; 
a new ſpirit has been infuſed into me—it is 
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in every vein; it hangs on every fibre; it 
has entered each receſs of my new moulded 
heart ;—ſmile with me on my happineſs! No 
gravity to-day ; for to-day, within the pre- 
ſent hour, I ſhall ſeek my ſweet Roſolie !” 
Alberti did not immediately ſpeak, but he 
looked very ſtrangely at me. | 
Mere will you ſeek her, Roncorone?“ 


he afterwards enquired, 


Mere! How ſingular is that queſtion !'? 

ce I muſt obſerve,” he continued, * that 
the letter either does not contain ſuch inform- 
ation as is neceſſary, or that I did not hear 
you read it. Peruſe the paper. again, and 
ſee if you can diſcover the clue, without 
which every thing muſt return to its former 
obſcurity.” “ 

I carried my eyes over the letter again,— 
His remark ſtaggered ' me] found not any 
proper direction. I once more examined it; 
5 his 
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his obſervation was juſt ; and, almoſt frantic, 
I exclaimed, There is no direction! there 
is no particular mention of the place of her 
reſidence ! This new diſappointment will 
nearly bring diſtraction on me! 

ec Tt is indeed moſt unfortunate,” ſaid 
Alberti. 

« Oh, it is inſufferably ſevere!” I cried, 
ſinking in a chair; “it is too much for my 
heart—too much for my brain. This letter 
had given birth to a thouſand new and de- 
lightful hopes; it has now ſent into my mind 
a thouſand apprehenſions, and filled my breaſt 
with as many pains. The forgetfulneſs of 
Roſolie is aſtoniſhing ; and it muſt neceſ- 
farily bring ſorrow to her, as well as to me.” 

« She has not been forgetful,” ſaid Al- 
berti; © allow me to look at the letter. She 
has not been forgetful—I ſee through it all. 
There are new ſtratagems on foot, Ronco- 
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rone ; new deceits are practiſing on you, and 
villany is again directed towards you by your 
molt inveterate enemy.“ 
e What do you mean, Alberti? For 


Heaven's ſake, tell me what you mean!“ 


ce will ſtate my opinion, Roncorone, on 
this ſubje&, becauſe I believe it to be juſt, — 
My conjecture is, that the ſervant in whom 


| Roſolie confided, is a raſcal of hypocriſy and 
deceit; and that, aiming at two rewards, he 


having received one of them with the letter, 
from the perſon who wrote it, on the aſſurance 
of conveying it to you, afterwards ſought for 
the other by delivering the packet with 
which he had been entruſted, and by divul- 
ging, with a feigned appearance of fidelity, all 
that he knew relating to it to Salvini.“ 

ce Speak on,” I cried ; © ſpeak on!—Oh! 


I am growing wild with rage !” 


ce ſhall 


ill 


MAD MAN OF THE MOUNTAIN. 149 


ce ſhall ſay no more,” replied my friend, 


ee if you will thus ſuffer yourſelf to be diſ- 


turbed by my conjectures,” 

« ] will be tranquil, dear Alberti; pray 
proceed.” 

te My ſuſpicion alſo leads to theſe points : 
that Salvini opened and read the letter; 


and that, in order to wreak his vengeance on 


you, to make your ſufferings as acute as poſ- 


fible, and to be further revenged on Roſalie 
for her rejection, he removed the name of 


the place of her reſidence from the letter; 


and alſo, ſatisfied that it could not otherwiſe 
be known to you, in the moments. of his 
triumph forwarded the compoſition, by which 
he aſſured <a of increaſing your pain 
and concern. 

ce Ido believe, Alberti, that you have 
fathomed his villany.“ 
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ce No, that were impoſſible. But I have, 
I think, ſounded it pretty deeply. One cir- 
cumſtance ſerves almoſt to verify my ſuſpi- 


cions: look at the corner of the letter—it is 


torn ; there had Roſolie written the name of 


the place in which ſhe 1s confined ; and Sal- 
vini had no difficulty in removing it without 


giving the paper a mutilated appearance, or 


deſtroying any of its eſſential characters.“ 
« Tt is plain—it is evident! ſee it all. — 
You have ſhewn the villain to me as he 


5 actually is, deſigning, malicious, and cruel. 


As to the minor raſcal, he has faſhioned him- 
ſelf by obſervations on the conduct of his 
employer; and may Heaven refuſe me 
mercy, if I do not puniſh both of them ac- 
cording to the different degrees of their per- 
fidy and baſeneſs !“ 


“ Ruſh not into the extremes of paſſion,” 


faid my friend; © be patient,” 


Patient! 


* 
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ee Patient! If the veſſels of my body were 
emptying, I could not be patient on ſuch an 
occaſion as this. Oh Alberti! exiſtence 
never before laboured under. ſuch a compli- 
cation of evils. My heart is ſick with grief, 
and my brain hot with rage. To take with 
theſe hands the life of Salvini, Lſhould ſcarcely 
conſider as a deed againſt the laws of Nature ; 
for can the aſſaſſin be hardly more deſerving 
of death, than the man that privately tortures 
the ſoul, and racks the imagination of a fel- 
low-creature, who never did any thing to de- 
ſerve his enmity ? The wheel has had vic- 
tims'not half ſo culpable, and gibbets have 
ſuſpended carcaſes of wretches, who, in life, 
were more virtuous, and in actions more 
honourable than Salvinii My Roſolie, 
8 

I threw myſelf into the arms of Alberti; 


and if there be folly in the tears of a man, 
© 4:5: ſtill 
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ſtill T confeſs I wept. I could liſten to no 
conſolations, for I had been too often de- 
ceived ; and therefore entreated my friend to 
offer me none. | | 

« Can 1,” I cried, © be in any degree 
happy or. compoſed, when I know my 
Roſolie to be the captive of Salvini, and even 
the ſport of his menials? At this moment 
ſhe may be ſuffering under their united 
cruelties and inſults ; at this moment ſubject 
to the fulſome love of her autumnal lover 
curſes on the dotard ! or, freed a while from 
his deteſtable company, perhaps her eyes 
even now are wandering with fond expecta- 
tion over the mountains, to greet the ap- 
proaches of him who knows not in what on 

« We ſhall, I truſt, bore it ſoon, 
Roncorone,” 


te Pray, Alberti, * not my ſick imagi- 
nation with hopes; had I been leſs willing 
to 
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to believe, I had been leſs unhappy. Good 
Heaven! how ſhall I conduct myſelf? How 
repel the attacks which are made upon my 
reaſon ? If my anxiety be not ſoon removed, 
and if the diſcovery of Roſolie be long pro- 
tracted, I fear a total failure of that vigour 
and power which ſhould accompany the 
chaſtiſement of her infamous detainer.“ 

J called my ſervant, and made ſome en- 
quiries reſpecting the letter; but learning 
from him only that it came in the uſual man- 
ner, I turned dejectedly from him to Al- 
berti, who continued with me the remainder 
of the day, ſtriving, but in vain, to leſſen my 
concern and unhappineþ. 

The next ten days went over, during 
which, neither I nor Alberti were able to 
trace Salvini even a ſingle mile ;—we again 
went among his acquaintances, again applied 
to his ſervants; it was not, however, to any 
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purpoſe that we did fo, for our efforts in every 
quarter were repulſed. All of them wondered 
where Salvini was; but none of them knew, 
or would acknowledge it, Many wiſhed to 


be informed why I fo often enquired con- 
cerning it, and others inſinuated that my 
motives-were not hidden from them. Sick, 
feveriſh, and diſguſted, I kept myſelf more 
at home, well knowing that Alberti would 
be active in my behalf; and at the end of 


another week a ſecond letter from Roſolie F 
was put into my hands. 
| I uttered an exclamation of joy when I 


i rexeived it; but, fearing to diſcover a ſtra- 
tagem ſimilar to the one that had been before 
practiſed, my heart almoſt immediately ſunk, 
| and I unfolded the paper, with conſiderable 
' agitation, The ſhape of the paper was per- : 
[ | fect—it was perfect !—that gave me a mo- N 
mentary pleaſure ; but the rapid idea of her | 
thinking 
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thinking it Unneceſſary to name the place a 
ſecond time, again nipped the expanding bud 
of hope. This was her letter; I repeat it 
from memory only: — | 


tc What can poſſibly occaſion your ab- 
ſence, Roncorone, ſince I have apprized you 
of the place of my reſidence, and told you, 


that to ſee you was my moſt anxious wiſh ? 
When I laſt wrote to you, what a ſcheme of 
happineſs did I form ! The injuries I had 
received were almoſt buried in the hope of 


our meeting ; I nearly forgot my confine- 
ment, noticed not the farcaſms of Salvini, 


| and ſcarcely thought myſelf unfortunate. — 


Circumſtances, I would fay, in privacy, have 
N been rather unpleaſant; Salvini has, it is 
| true, acted unjuſtly and abſurdly ; he has, for 
a while, protracted my happineſs, but to 
; H 6 deſtroy 
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deſtroy it wholly was beyond his capacity, 
though not his wiſhes; and fince I have 
partly ſucceeded in undermining his project, 
within ſome few, ſome very few days, I ſhall 
be bleſſed with my tender and affectionate 

| Roncorone ! | 
cc And are you ſuch, dear friend? You were 
both when laſt I aw you; and I hope you 
have not ſince changed like the thoughtleſs 
ones of this uncertain world ! If you have, 
farewel, firſt and only man of my love! Re- 
tire from me for ever; pity me, if you do 
not eſteem me; uſe not the tones of ridicule 
when you ſpeak of me, nor ſuffer the com- 
panions of your mirthful hours to ſport with. 
my name, as they would with that of a wo- 
man deſerving of contumacy for her follies 
and inconſiſtencies. Yet why this caution 
to Roncorone? To him who has ſpoken ſo 
nobly, looked ſo tenderly, ſighed over my 
misfortunes, 
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misfortunes, vowed affection, and who is fo 
widely known to be the ſon of Truth and 
Virtue. | 

« Oh Roſolie! thou art unjuſt, and thy 
ſuſpicions are ſlanderous. Pardon her, 
Roncorone, pardon her for theſe unworthy 
thoughts! She muſt be judged by thee; but 
when thou findeſt that her very ſin ſprings 


* 1 
from the ardent love ſhe bears for thee, it 


ſhall only ſerve to give a milder tone to the 
words — Thou art freely pardoned !” 


ce Perhaps you were not at Venice when I 


wrote to you; perhaps you are not there 


now. Are you yet uncertain of my fate ?— 
Are you ſeeking for me? Unfortunate in- 
deed if neither of my letters ſhall reach you ! 
You may be ill; incapable of coming to me ; 
preſſing the bed of ſickneſs! Good God! 
how am I tortured by conjectures ! Let me 
ſuppoſe that you did receive my letter; but 

[5 then, 
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then, the tears that fell on it might blot out 


the place which [1 mentioned as that of my 
captivity. I will now, however, be more 


circumſtantial, ſo as to prevent future miſ- 
takes, if any have before ariſen.” 
ce The village in which the houſe ſtands, is 


called 
ten, but it was eraſed, and no other put iu its 


Here a word had been writ- 


— 0 — — a 9 — 

= - — : 2 ou —— 2 oe — 

— "es 1 7 5 
wh TY — 2 — 2 — — - ps — — 
— —— — 2 — 
2 * * „ — 

3 5 —_—— * 8 * —.— — 
„ ne · — „„ —— — — _ > © - _ - — 0 — - — 
— 


place. I ſhivered with the fear of freſh vil- 
5 lany, and continued to read with dread, ]J— 
| ce It is a remote and ſolitary place, and may be 
| | | wholly unknown to you; I am informed 
| that it js three leagues from the town o. 


[Another eraſure, and another ſhaking of my 


frame ſucceeded. ]—* Salvini viſits no per- 
ſon, nor does he appear to have any ſociety 
or acquaintance around him ; nobody de- 


mands admittance at his door, out of which 


he often paſſes, though poor Bianca, who, 
kind creature ! 1s much recovered, and my- 
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ſelf never ſee beyond the mountain on which 
ſtands the little village of [ Here 
ſeveral words were purpoſely defaced by 


blots, beneath which nothing was viſible.— 


© Execrable villain!' I exclaimed; © for 


this new inſult I will deal out to you a double 


porticn of vengeance. It was ſome time 
before I could look at the remainder of the 
letter, which ran thus :—] 

« And now, dear Roncorone, having 
given you theſe full directions, which I have 
been enabled to do by the kindneſs of the 
ſervant who favours my correſpondence with 
you, let me, Oh! let me live in the fond 
expectation of ſeeing you ere many days ſhall 
have paſſed away. If you ſhould not appear, 
a thouſand forebodings will lie upon my 
mind; I ſhall conjecture what I dare not 
repeat, and Salvini then, I fear, will triumph 
over my ſubdued ſpirit, But let him exult ; 

© "on 
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let him ſmile on the ſtate to which he ſhall |} 
have reduced me : yet never, never ſhall he | 
bring me to his purpoſe of making me his 
wife, though there ſhould be no alternative | 
between that and death. His wife ! I would 
wrap myſelf i in a ſhroud, and patiently await 
the moſt lingering diſſolution of body before | 
I would conſent to it. 

cc Bianca has been commiſſioned to ſpeak | 
to me in behalf of her brother: But ſhe | 


was a feeble and an unwilling proxy ; ſhe 


pleaded by compulſion, and while ſhe was 


converſing with me, her agitation was even 


. 
* 

2 
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greater than mine: ſhe ſobbed on the bo- 
ſom which ſhe feared to wound; and ſeeing 
my diſtreſs, declated that nothing ſhould 
ever again induce her to enter upon ſo hate- 
ful a ſubject. She is a worthy creature, and 
i I often mourn that ſhe ſhould be dependant 
on a moroſe brother. Roncorone, my hum- 


ble friend could procure only one ſheet of 
paper 
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paper to-day; for that, however, I was 
truly grateful, and I doubt not but that you 
will be the ſame when you receive theſe fur- 
ther aſſurances of my health and affection.— 
How I love the good fellow who will for- 
ward this to you! He ventures every thing 
for me. Should the ſlighteſt ſuſpicion ariſe . 
within the mind of his maſter, he would be 
driven to beggary. This he has hinted to 
me; he has alſo informed me that he has a. 
wife on a ſick bed at Venice, with ſeveral 
helpleſs. children around her; and that he 
can ſcarcely ſupply them with the means of 
ſubſiſtence, Almoſt all the money I could 
command, I have given to him; when you 
and I meet, he ſhall not be forgotten when 
we meet !—My grief is returning—Heaven 
bleſs you, Roncorone, and direct you in 
ſafety to your affectionate : 
% ROSOLIE.” 


Such - 


* 


J 


162 MAD MAN OF THE MOUNTAIN. 


Such was the compoſition of the ſecond 
letter of my beloved girl ;--of my feelings on 
this occaſion I ſhall only ſay, that they al- 
ternately roſe from love and rage ; that I 
was now melting into tenderneſs, and then 
treading almoſt on the verge of madneſs. 
The infernal project of Salvini and his minion 
agonized and confounded me; I could not 


find curſes enough for them; and I could 


have regarded the elder devils with more 


reſpe&t and charity than theſe fiendlike 
mortals, The audacity of the principal 
agent I thought wonderful, and apprehended 
that he meant I ſhould never ſee him again; 
for I could not ſuppoſe that he would have 
the temerity to encounter with me after ſuch 


baſe and unprecedented conduct on his part. 


This, however, was a chilling reflection, and 


ſerved to place a world between me and my 


Roſolie. If I did not admit this conjecture, 
many 
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many things would appear ſtranger than they 
had done before. Why did he ſuffer thoſe, 
tender paſſages, which were ſo ſweetly ex- 
preſſive of her affection, to remain? Why 
not ſtrike, out thoſe parts which related to 
Bianca, and threw a moſt odious ſhade upon 
his character? And why not obliterate the 
ſentences in which his name was mentioned 
with diſguſt and contempt, and which placed 
his wintry paſſion in a ridiculous point of 
view? 

Theſe were myſteries which I could not 
expound ; his plans appeared as awkward 
as they were malicious, and as inconſiſtent as 
they were villanous. My diſappointment 
and miſery he evidently aimed at; but, at 
the ſame time,. he had not, with that ſpecies 
of cunning which characterizes many of the 
baſer compoſition, endeavoured. to heighten 
my diſtreſs, by caſting the rainbow colours 
of 
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of ſucceſs upon his own projects, or by con- 
traſting my defeat with his own victory.— I 
began to fear that the world contained not 
another man ſo dangerous, treacherous, and 
hypocritical, I almoſt felt a ſorrow to think 


that the ſword of my father did not reach his 


heart, and empty it of its corrupted blood, 


For Roſolie I ſhuddered ; poor Bianca, too, 


was an object of my concern; and [ doubted 
not but that the inſults they had received, 


would be increaſed tenfold, ſince their op- 


preſſor had poſſeſſed himſelf of the letters of 
the former, which were ſure to make the 
ſentiments and actions of the latter, contrary 
and oppoſite to his own, fully known to him. 


» whenever we met again, to deal out 
to. him an ample portion of vengeance ; that 
the injuries of Roſolie, of Bianca, and of my- 
ſelf ſhould be all conſolidated and anſwered 
for 


= ks the vow of enmity and revenge, 
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for at one time, and on one account,— 


Scarcely ſenſible of the tenor of my actions, 


I haſtened to the houſe in which Alberti re- 
ſided; I wanted to impart to him my new 
diſtreſſes; but, on enquiring for him, learned 
that he had gone from Venice in the morn- 
ing, to be abſent ſeveral days, and not left 
any direction behind him. 

I thought his abſenting himſelf from me 
at a time like this, and when he was apprized 
of the ſtate of my mind, was in ſome degree 
unfriendly ; for we had been ſuch free parti- 
cipaters of mutual joys and ſorrows, that I 
was now more ſenſibly affected by his con- 
duct, though in a happier ſeaſon I ſhould 
not have noticed it; and I was ſo unjuſt and 
precipitate as to accuſe him of inſtability, — 
But on my return home I had cauſe to be 
aſhamed of my ſuſpicions, to make a ſpeedy 
recantation, and to regard my ſuſpected aſſo- 
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ciate as one of the moſt worthy of my fel- 
lows, as my moſt aſſiduous and active friend 
on earth. I bluſhed at the meanneſs of my 
thoughts, and was vexed by their illiberality, 
when a letter, written by him, and directed 
to his © dear friend Roncorone,”. was deli- 
vered to me by my ſervant, I had ſtill fur- 
ther cauſe for repentance when I read it; 1 
had alſo cauſe to quiet my ſorrows, and to 
take the flatterer, Hope, often as I had been 
her dupe, again to my boſom ; for Alberti 
informed me that he thought he had found 
a clue leading to Salvini's retreat—that, 
knowing my impetuoſity, and not being 
wholly certain of the truth of the report which 
had been given him, he had been unwilling 
to ſend me forward in a ſearch that was as 
likely to be ended with diſappointment as 
with ſucceſs, 


« The 
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The diſtance I am going,” he faid, “ is 
not very great: expect my return in the 
courſe of a few days ; but, if it be prolonged 
to a week, be not unneceſſarily concerned. 
When I ſee you again, Roncorone, be pre- 
pared to receive happy intelligence with a 
temperate pleaſure, or an account of my un- 
ſucceſs with fortitude. Scarcely half an 
hour has elapſed ſince I obtained the ſlender 
information on which I am beginning my 
purſuit; to ſerve you, my friend, my brother, 
I am ever anxious; two of the elements I 
would at any time traverſe for your ſake ; a 
third I would brave for your preſervation ; 
and though in the other J have no poſſible 
capacity, yet the animating ſpirit of intellect 
ſhould follow you even thither, reſtleſs ſtill 


to communicate and to be familiar with you, 


go, Roncorone ;—Proſpericy, waft me thy 


gales 
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gales to the neareſt ſhore, and afterwards 
attend me in the paths which I may tread.” 
A perſon inclined to ſuperſtition, and ex- 
periencing ſuch a rapid ſucceſſion of painful 
and pleaſing events, might have ſuppoſed 
that the good and ill ſpirits of the inviſible 
worlds were contending to whoſe power he 
ſhould be ſubje&, and by whom controuled. 


Though I was leſs extravagant in my imagi- 
nation, yet I thought the occurrences which 


preſſed on me were moſt extraordinary and 
uncommon ; how they might terminate was 


a perplexing myſtery ; but I was willing to 
believe that happineſs—Ah ! man is ever an 
egregious dupe, the dupe even of himſelf! 
A father wiſhes not to ſee his firſt unborn 
offspring more than I did to ſee Alberti. He 


was not returned on the fifth day after his 


departure ; he did not come back on the 


ſixth, Whenathome, I was continually looking 
from 
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from the door and the windows; if I 
were walking in the ſtreets, my eyes exa- 
mined every paſſenger, and were directed 
into every carriage, in the hope of encoun- 
tering the expected meſſenger ; and I heard 
not the daſhing of an oar without wiſhing that 
it were aſſiſting in bringing my friend to me. 
On the eighth day he was in my arms! I 
looked haſtily in his face; it was animated, 
beaming with pleaſure; ſucceſs ſhone 
through his eyes; and as I ſtrained him 
cloſer to my breaſt, I found his heart beating 
the lively tune of joy. | 

«-Is ſhe found ?” [ enquired, with a rapid 
voice. 

« She is found,” he replied. 

c Thank God! thank God!” I ex- 
claimed, ſinking from his embrace, and 
burſting into tears. Alberti did not coldly 
check the impulle, but, by his 1weetly ſor- 
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gales to the neareſt ſhore, and afterwards 
attend me in the paths which I may tread.” 
A perſon inclined to ſuperſtition, and ex- 
periencing ſuch a rapid ſucceſſion of painful 
and pleaſing events, might have ſuppoſed 
that the good and ill ſpirits of the inviſible 
worlds were contending to whoſe power he 
ſhould be ſubject, and by whom controuled. 
Though I was leſs extravagant in my imagi- 
nation, yet I thought the occurrences which 


preſſed on me, were moſt extraordinary and 
uncommon ;—how they might terminate was 


a perplexing myſtery ; but I was willing to 
believe that happineſs—Ah ! man is ever an 
egregious dupe, the dupe even of himſelf! 
A father wiſhes nor to ſee his firſt unborn | 
offspring more than I did to ſee Alberti. He 


Was not returned on the fifth day after his 


departure; he did not come back on the 


ſixth, Whenat home, I was continually looking 
from 
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from the door and the windows; if 1 
were walking in the ſtreets, my eyes exa- 
mined every paſſenger, and were directed 
into every carriage, in the hope of encoun- 
tering the expected meſſenger; and I heard 
not the daſhing of an oar without wiſhing that 
it were aſſiſting in bringing my friend to me. 
On the eighth day he was in my arms! I 
looked haſtily in his face; it was animated, 
beaming with pleaſure; ſucceſs ſhone 
through his eyes; and as I ſtrained him 
cloſer to my breaſt, I found his heart beating 
the lively tune of joy. | 

« Is ſhe found ?” [ enquired, with a rapid 
Voice, 

ce She is found,“ he replied. 

.« Thank God! thank God!” I ex- 
claimed, ſinking from his embrace, and 
burſting into tears. Alberti did not coldly 
check the impulſe, but, by his {weetly ſor- 
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rowful eyes, I ſaw that his electric ſoul had 


caught thoſe emotions which flew from 
mine. | 

ce Be tranquil, dear Roncorone, he cried, 
after a pauſe of ſome minutes; © be tranquil, 
and liſten to what I have to ſay. I bring you 
tidings of happineſs, not of ſorrow.” 

« My agitation,” I replied, eis not the 
effect of ſorrow ; it is cauſed by the too ſud- 
den burſt of joy, but it is going over. Tell 
me of my Roſolie, and all will be well: begin, 
begin, my friend -I am wholly prepared,” 

« On the morning that I left Venice,” 
he ſaid, «© 1 was talking with the Count 
di Caſtello, and amongſt other topics the diſ- 
appearance of Salvini was introduced. The 
ſubje& indeed had, wichin the laſt few days, 
become very general; and exprefling my 
ſurpriſe at ſo private an occurrence, and ſay- 
ing I could wiſh to know to what part of the 


/ 


country 
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country he had withdrawn himſelf, the Count 
inſormed me that a friend of his had very re- 
cently, from the window of an inn, ſeen 
Salvini walking in the ſtreets of Trent, 
though, from the ſimplicity of his dreſs, and 
altered garb, the obſerver did not at firſt re- 
cognize him. I ſeemed to liſten to this in- 
telligence without any great degree of con- 
cern, though I was at the ſame time much 
intereſted, and highly buſied in forming a 
project, even while the Count, who, you 
know, is but a toilet butterfly, was indulging 
himſelf, and, as he thought, gratifying me, 
with the vapid amours and idle garbage of 
affected libertiniſmm. I broke from him, 
however, as ſoon as poſſible, and haſtened 
towards my home. In my way thither I 
paſſed by the door of Salvini's houſe, from 
which I ſaw a porter going with a ham- 
per on his ſhoulders ; and as I walked behind 
| I 2 him 
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him in the ſtreet, perceived a direction in 
large characters on it, to Signor Caſtelvetro 
at Trent. This is probably the aſſumed 
name of Roncorone's enemy; this may per- 
haps lead me to a diſcovery of ſomething 
worth ſeeking for. So I ſaid to myſelf, as I 
went homewards, being fully reſolved, within 
that very hour, to leave Venice, and ſearch 
for Salvini at the place to which the Count 
had referred me, and to which this diſcovery 
alſo pointed.“ ; | 

I thank you from my ſoul!“ I cried ;— 
ce pray proceed.“ 

e knew that uncertainty would accom- 
pany me in my route, and therefore would 
not aſk you to join me in it; I thought that 
another ſerious diſappointment of hopes ſo 


repeatedly created and extinguiſhed, would 


be too weighty for your philoſophy ; and as 


my expectations and apprehenſions were 
f 


8 nearly 
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nearly equal, I conceived it to be more pru- 
dent to keep you in a ſhort ſuſpenſe at home, 
than to carry you a conſiderable diſtance 
from it, when the n of * pur- 
poſes was ſo very precarious.“ 

It was kindly thought, my generous 
Alberti; go on, I beſeech you.” 

« Having written my note, and diſpatched 
it to you, in a few minutes after I was on the 
water, and in leſs than two hours was put on 
ſhore. ' I then began my journey, and after 
ſeveral perplexing delays and difficulties, 
arrived at Trent, where I immediately com- 
menced my enquiries : the name of Caſtle- 
vetro was not, however, known by any per- 
ſon to whom 1 applied, though I was di- 
rected to a barber whoſe appellation differed 
only in one letter. It was from the polt- 
maſter I learned that a packet, directed to 
Signor Caſtlevetro, had been ſent to the 

po I 3 houſe ; 
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| _ houſe; that a perſon had called and taken it 
from thence; and deſired, that in caſe any 


others ſhould arrive, that they might be for- 
| | warded by a courier to him at B— 


a 
3 
remote village about eight miles diſtant from 


Trent, A deſcription of his perſon highly 


rr 
a _— 


' 
| 
1 "IF 
1 flattered me that it was Salvini; but prefer- 
[ ring facts to conjectures, I went forward to. 


the place which the poſtmaſter had men- | 
| tioned, a very obſcure ſpot achong the 


mountains, to find which I was compelled to 


engage a guide, who brought me to it juſt at 


—"”O -- 1 — 


the cloſe of day. I was conducted to a 
wretched inn, and the firſt perſon I ſaw there 
was the raſcally ſervant of Salvini, mentioned 
by Roſolie in her letter; my indignation 
riling, I was ſtrangely tempted to ſqueeze _ 
the villain's throat; ; but prudence forbade it, 
and I walked, with my face nearly hidden, 
through the room in which he was ſitting, 


| | - deſiring 
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deſiring my hoſt to conduct me to the cham- 
ber in which I was to ſleepa place tenanted 
by vermin, and moſt vilely ſcented. The 
landlord had ſcarcely withdrawn when J heard 
the voice of the hypocritical ſcoundrel, with 
which I was well acquainted, enquiring how 
much he had to pay; and ſaying that he was 
obliged to depart, as his maſter would be 
expecting him in half an hour. From this 
it was evident that Salvini's reſidence was 
not far diſtant; it was clear and ſatisfactory 
that my purſuit had not been vain, and there- 
fore, when the landlord brought up my odious 
ſupper, I aſked no queſtions, in order that I I 
might create no ſuſpicions.” 
Fou were perfectly conſiſtent,” ſaid I; 
ce but my Roſolie! pray go on.” 
] was undetermined in reſpect to what I 
ſhould further do in this buſineſso. I wiſhed 
to go boldly to Salvini, to make your in- 
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| Juries my own, and to bring back your Roſo- 


lie with me to Venice; but I thought it pro- 
bable that, if J incenſed Salvini, he would 
defeat the whole of my project, by a more 
obſtinate ſecluſion of the principal object; 
and alſo that I might rouſe the beaſt, with- 
out being able to ſubdue it. I determined, 


therefore, privately in the morning, to leave 


the village, haſten back to you with all poſ- 


ſible ſpced,. and leave you to act as your 


judgment might prompt you. I have done 
ſo, and hope you approve my conduct.“ 

« Approve ! I cannot tell you how much 
I am indebted to you,” I replied ; © I can- 


not explain to you the nature of my heart's 


gratitude ; it is ſuperior to any thing that I 


ever before felt for benefits received, — 
Within this hour will I leave Venice, and 


purſue the path which you have lately 


trodden :— happy, happy Roncorone, to find 
that 


| 
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that it will lead to Roſolie. Alberti, I will 
not requeſt you to accompany me; I'would 
not make you an object of Salvini's malice, 
and I confeſs I with to meet my dear girl 
alone : on my return, however, I ſhall ex- 
pect to ſee you, and alſo that you will be pre- 


ſent at the nuptials of me and Roſolie, which 


I ſhall preſs to have immediately performed. 
You find that I make ſure of obtaining her: 
Salvini all deliver her up; he ſhall reſign 
either her or his life; and even when I have - 
releaſed her from his power, his inſolence 
and contumacy muſt be accounted for.“ 

ce Proceed to no violence,” ſaid my | 
friend; * ſpare the reptile when it is no 
longer venomous.” | 

He gave me ſome further cautions, which 
I liſtened to, and generally approved, At 
parting, he wiſhed and aſſured me of ſucceſs, 


and very ſoon after I ſet out on my deſign. 
* * * N * # 
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- Would you, ſtranger, have a circumſtan- 
tial account of my journey ? I will give it to 
you if my wits allow me ; but if they ſhould 
fail, I cannot account for inconſiſtencies. 

Though the diſtance to Trent ſeemed 
long, yet the way to it was pleaſant. I met 
no travellers whoſe faces I thought looked 
more lively than my own : none appeared to 
go forward with ſo much ardour ; none, I 
conceived, expected to find ſo precious a 
treaſure at the different places of their deſti- 
nation. So near to my Roſolie! within a 
few miles—My heart was almoſt burſting 
from my boſom, and the exceſs of my joy 
more than once betrayed me into tears. 

I reſted only a few hours at Trent, and 
en went forward, as directed by Alberti; 
but as it was early day, I relied on receiving 
neceſſary information acroſs the mountains, 
and therefore did not then provide myſelf 


Se : | with 
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Vuith a guide. Aſter leaving the town, how- 
ever, I found the road more difficult than I 
had ſuppoſed it to be, and was obliged to 
hire a director to ſhew me acroſs one or two 
of the eminences; but as ſoon as he pointed 
out to me the brow of a hill, which he de- 
| ſcribed as riſing immediately above the 
| village to which I was going, I diſmiſſed him 
with an ample reward, becauſe my feelings 
| were making me unfit for his obſervance, | 
I could not, at a time like this, pay much 0 


regard to either the beauties or the wonders 


of nature, though the ſpot was entirely new 
to me. The mountains wore gigantic forms; 
but an advanced ſpring had made them, in 
many parts, beautiful, lively, and refreſhing 
to the eye; the higheſt of them, however, 
in ſpite of the approaches of ſummer, {till 
ſtubbornly retained their hoods of tnow, 
coyly refuſing to yield to the inlluence of 
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the ſun, though, they could neither withdraw 
themſelves from his notice, nor ſhun the daily 
courtihip of his rays, 

Still nearer to my Roſolie — ſeparated 
from her only by one hill! I was moſt 
anxious to reach its ſummit, and improved 
my pace, after having left my tired horſe at 
a little inn, which I ſuppoſed to be the ſame 
where my friendly Alberti had ſeen the pre- 
tended aſſiſtant of Roſolie. My blood now 
ſeemed to flow more rapidly, and I could 
ſcarcely regulate - my paſſions; I began to 


diſregard the cautions which Alberti had | 


given me, in reſpect to my conduct on ſeeing 


Salvini, and thought it ſcarcely poſſible to - 


meet that unworthy being without beſtow- - 


11g on him more than reproache . I reſolved, 
1 

however, that the ſtate in which I found 

Roſolie ſhould determine every thing; I 


conjectured what the ſtate of her mind was; 


and 
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and thought that it would require to be 
ſoothed, rather than to be again diſturbed, 

While I was thus thinking, a horſe ruſhed 
with uncommon violence paſt me, furious, 
and not to be governed by its rider; the 
ſoftneſs of the turf had prevented me from 


hearing its approach, nor did I notice it till 


its affrighted eyes and briſtling mane were 


within a few yards of me. The velocity of 
the beaſt was ſo great, that I could ſcarcely . 


diſtinguiſh the ſex of the perſon mounted on 


it; it lefe irs foam behind as it madly tore 


up the ground that lay before it; I dreaded 
the fate of the horſeman, and thinking his 
death wevitable, my breath failed me almoſt 
as much as his own could do. My eyes fol- 
lowed the animal nearly a quarter of a mile; 
when, ſhuddering, I ſaw it take a furious leap 
from the brow of the hill, which I concluded 


to 
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to be the death-deed of itſelf, and of the per- 
ſon who diſappeared along with it. 

Feeling the different impulſes of humanity 
and terror, I ran forward, and was ſoon at the 
ſpot where the ſteed and the man had ſunk 
from my view; it was a frightful abyſs! my 
eye no ſooner beheld it than it recoiled, and 
my head, when I hung it over the brink of 
the precipice, inſtantly became giddy, I. 
retreated a few ſteps, but returned almoſt 
immediately, and again looked down the 


horrid chaſm, which, though immenſely 


deep, was light even at the bottom. No 


human ſtep could poſſibly have ever trodden 
within it; my imagination dwelt on it as on 
the reſidence of gnomes, and of thoſe ſuper- 
natural agents who, according to vulgar opi- 
nion, aſſemble at midnight to plot the de- 
ſtruction of man. Only one of its ſides had 
a ſmall projection; the other was ſo perpen- 
Dn dicular, 
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dicular, that a pebble dropped from the 
brink, would have reached the baſe without, 
in any degree, deviating. ; 

I was obliged to lie flat on the earth to 
have a diſtinct view of the cave; this was 
the firſt time that I diſcovered there was 
faſcination in terror, for I found a difficulty 
in raiſing my eyes, and felt an inſtinct to 
give myſelf up a victim to the mouth of the 
pit, as the ſurpriſed bird does to the jaws of 
the rattle-ſnake. I ſaw the carcaſe of the 
horſe lying nearly at the end oppoſite that at' 
which I had placed myſelf; its neck was 
twiſted entirely round, its body burſt, and its 
looſened bowels, ſtrewed upon the earth, 
were ſmoking at the bottom, and ſending a a | 
thin vapour midway of the chaſm. Di. 
covering no veſtiges of the man, I concluded 
that he had been daſhed to atoms ; but at 


that moment I heard a doleful cry, and look- 


ing 
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ing around me, perceived him miraculouſly 
ſuſpended by his garments on the only buſh 
that grew from the ſide of the precipice, with 
his head downwards, and ſupported in the 
moſt fragile ſtate that can poſſibly be con- 
ceived, | 

I was on the rack to extricate him from a 
ſituation ſo ſingularly ſhocking, ſo unlike 
any thing that I had ever ſeen of imagined, 
and the truth of which, had it been related 
to me, I ſhould not have been inclined to 
admit; but no means preſented themſelves, 
and I ſtill conſidered him as doomed to cer- 
tain deſtruction, and to an agonizing death. 
Within a few minutes, however, I ſaw a 
ſhort and very narrow ridge of earth leading 
ro the ſpot ; but as it looked of a crumbling 
nature, and admitted ſcarcely the breadth of 


my feet, I found great danger in treading it, 


and for a moment deſiſted from the attempt. 
The 
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The ſuſpended wretch calling in tones of 
diſtraction for aſſiſtance, I heſitated no longer, 
but ventured to walk upon the unſolid earth, 
though my head ſeemed to whirl upon my 
ſhoulders as I advanced. 

I was ſoon within a yard or two of him: 
I could not reach him with my arm, nor was 
I raſh enough to attempt it ; - but taking off 
my upper garment, I graſpe{, one part of it 
firmly, and told him to catch at the other ;— 
he aimed at it ſeveral times, and at length 
ſucceſsfully, ' when I oppoſed my whole 
ſtrength to his weight, but Expected each 
moment to deſcend with him 2o the bottom 
of the cave. Though I am now meagre and 


ſpectre- like, and though almoſt all my mar- 


row has diſtilled from my bones, yet at 
that time I had a vigour equal to that of 
almoſt any man, a body as firmly compacted, 


and an arm as well nerved. My efforts were 
moſt 


[ 
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moſt ardent; I had the life of a man to re- 
deem—probably of a worthy and an excel- 
lent man !—a huſband, a father! My power 
increaſed; the ground remained folid ; and 
J drew him to my feet; his clothes were 
ſpread over his face; and finding that he was 
nearly fainting, I dragged him cautiouſly 
after me, pulled him to a ſafe ſpot of earth, 
and ſetting him. upright againſt my body, 
threw the covering from his head. 

c Salvini!“ I exclaimed, in aſtoniſhment, 
and drawing myſelf from him. | 

* Roncorone!“ he cried, with a blackened 
and diſtorted face; * is it you—you to whom 
I owe my life ?” 2 
I have preſerved it, Signor, and am 
pleaſed with the event, though you have 
ſhewn yourſelf my bittereſt enemy, and 
though your actions have been mean and 
contemptible.“ 5 
« And 


' 
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et And ] ſcarcely think my preſervation a 
bleſſing, when I conſider by whom it was 
effected, Had I known who was extricating 
me from my danger, I would almoſt as 
readily have leaped into death, as to have ac- 
cepted your aſſiſtance.“ 

© Ingrate !“ J exclaimed, © I want no 
thanks; give them to Heaven; render them 
to God, to whom I am only an humble 
agent, Your life, as 1t is, 15 a worthleſs 
thing preſerved ; mend it, and I may think 
the moment in which I reſcued you fortu- 
nate and happy.” 

e Roncorone,” he replied, © preach not 
to me in the ſtrains of affected .humility ;— 
the counterfeit will not paſs. You knew me 
before you ſtretched out your arm to my 
aſſiſtance, and in ſerving me you looked for a 
latent reward, and thought that I ſhould more 
readily attend to your ſupplications.” 


— 


ce Supplications ! 


— ““)“ 


1 
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« Supplications ! ſupplications to you 5 
the idea excites my mirth; and though I 
have lately ſhuddered at your pending fate, 
almoſt provokes me to laughter.” 

« Leave me,” he cried; © withdraw, and 
iniul.e the propenſity apart from me, I 


never can reſpect either you, or any one 


bearing your name. Leave me, I repeat, 
and never ſee me more !“ 


Be not ſo haſty, Signor,“ I ſaid ; © the 
compaſſion which I felt for you is changed 
into diſguſt, and my concern and ſympathy 
have given place to contempt and indif- 
ference. I look on you with aſtoniſhment ; 
you appear to me ſomething more depraved 
than I conceived human nature poſſibly could 
be; and I almoſt think that I ventured too 
greatly in your reſcue, Had I redeemed the 
horſe that carried you over the brink, I might 
have perceived in him as much gratitude.” 
could 
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e could have bleſſed and rewarded any 
other man for the action but you—-—" 
e What of me, Signor?“ 

« You are baneful to my ſight: your fa- 
ther, before you were born, was my bittereſt 
enemy.” f 

« Admitting that he were, am J, at this 
time, to be cenſured for it? But he only 

chaſtiſed you for cruelty, inſolence, and 
preſumption, That ad ion which humili- 
ated you, gave a trait of greatneſs to his cha- 
racter.“ 

«Tis well,” ſaid Salvini, riſing from the 
ground; © boaſt on till you are weary : from 
this moment I will never fee you again.“ 

« Stay!“ I cried, catching hold of his 
arm; © ſtay, attempt not to go if you value 
your life, Do you ſuppoſe that I meet with 
you now by accident? You have provoked 
me, Salyini, and I tell you—you are a villain,” 

“A vil- 
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ce A villain! a villain!“ 

« Aye, a petty conte mptible villain !— 
You have done me wrong, and ſhall anſwer 
0 [ for it. Why did you oppoſe my union with 
Venzone's daughter? Why force her from 
4 Venice? Why detain her againſt her will ? 
F | and why, pitiful being, intercept her letters, 
$1 alter the form of them, and ſend them as new 
inſults to me? 

ce Have I done al theſe things?“ he ſaid, 


with extreme agitation. 7 


« You have, you have! Every thing 
1 ' , that is bale and rancorous are you capable of 
| performing. But your machinations have 
been defeated, your haunts explored, and 
your evil deſigns diſcovered in a happy ſca- 
o ſon. Doyou not tremble at your detection?“ 
3 « Tremble? No, no!“ 

« You do, coward ! your limbs are quak- 
ing, your, cheeks colourleſs ; the marks of 
guilt 


* 
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guilt and of fear are upon your face. But I 
have now no tink to parley : I am come to 
remove à dear and beloved object from your 
oppreſſion; yield up to me Venzone's 
daughter, or your body ſhall be breathlels 
before night!“ 

« ['will not yield her up—by Heaven I 
will not!“ ; 

«© You //a//, brave Signor; you ſhall re- 
ſign her to me, and immediately too. I 
came purpoſely to convey her hence, and 
will not be diſappointed, though you ſhould 
get thouſands to oppoſe me. You love her, 
Signor! you have poured your vows into 
her ear ! you would plant a delicate flower in 
the frozen ſoil of winter! But it will not do, 
Salvint ! Prudence, at your age, might have 
taught you better.“ \ 

He looked at me with a moſt maliciods.. 
aſpect, and walked haſtily away; but 1 fol- 

| | 3 lowed 
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« Avillain! a villain!“ 

« Aye, a petty contemptible villain !— 
You have dane me wrong, and ſhall anſwer 
for it. Why did you oppoſe my union with 
Venzone's daughter ? Why force her from 
Venice? Why detain her againſt her will ? 
and why, pitiful being, intercept her letters, 
alter the form of them, and ſend them as new 
inſults to me?“ | 

« Have I done 4/ theſe things?“ he ſaid, 
with extreme agitation, D 

«© You have, you have! Every thing 
that is baſe and rancorous are you capable of 
performing. But your machinations have 
been defeated, your haunts explored, and 
your evil deſigns diſcovered in a happy ſea- 
ſon. Doyou not tremble at your detection?“ 

« Tremble? No, no!” - 

« You do, coward ! your limbs are quak- 
ing, your, cheeks colourleſs ; the marks of 

guilt 
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guilt and of fear are? upon your face. But I 
have now no time to parley: I am come to 
remove à dear and beloved object from your 
oppreſſion; yield up to me Venzone's 
daughter, or your body ſhall be breathleſs 
before night!“ 


« I will-not yield her up—by Heaven I 
will not!“ 

«© You /a//, brave Signor; you ſhall re- 
ſign her to me, and immediately too. I 
came purpoſely to convey her hence, and 
will not be diſappointed, though you ſhould 
get thouſands to oppoſe me. You love her, 
Signor! you have poured your vows into 
her ear ! you would plant a delicate flower in 
the frozen ſoil of winter! But it will not do, 
Salvini! Prudence, at your age, might have 
taught you better.” \ 

He looked at me with a moſt malicious 
aſpect, and walked haltily away ; but 1 fol- 

| 9 lowed 
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lowed him cloſely, kept near his heels, and 
regulated my paces according to his own,— 
His villany and ingratitude had rouſed me, 
and enlarged my veins; I could ſcarcely re- 
ſtrain myſelf from laying the hands of violence 
on him, and almoſt fancied that I was pur- 
ſuing a fiend, who had merely aſſumed the 
human ſhape and habit. Several times he 
turned round, and told me to retire from him : 
but my project was formed; I was reſolved 
to take Roſolie from him that very day, and 
informed him ſo when he deſired me to de- 
ſiſt, His countenance now began to vary ; 


it was alterndtely white and crimſon; he 


quickened his pace; I likewiſe improved 


mine, and in about a quarter of an hour we 

arrived at his houſe, + — | 
Caſting my eyes up to a window, I ſaw my 
Roſolie ! I heard her ſcream with joy; the 
found thrilled my foul, but I could only hold 
up 
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up my hand to her, as Salvini was then en- 
tering at the door. Ruſhing into the hall, 
he deſired that I might be prevented from 
following him, and the ſervants were gather- 
ing round me; but my words and actions 
convinced them that I was too reſolute and 
flrong for their purpoſe, and therefore they 
did not offer to touch me. Enraged and 
almoſt frenzied, Salvini- went into a ſmall 
room, and with an aſſumed compoſure I ac- 
companied him thither though my heart was 
anxious to be near my Roſolie, I reſtrained 
Wy impatience as much as poſſible, and en- 
deavoured to be calm and collected in my 
dealings with my implacable enemy, whoſe 
fury was increaſing every moment, and who, 
after a ſhort ſilence, was preparing to leave 
the room, 

Conjecturing what his deſigns were, I told 
him that, wherever he went, I would follow 

„ K him, 
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him, unleſs he gave Roſolie immediately up 
to me, and allowed us to depart from him 
together ; but this ſerved only to increaſe his 
irritation, and, in his frenzy, he flew towards 
a piſtol, which was lying on a table at the 
other end of the room. Noticing the pre- 
meditated action, I ruſhed upon him, and in 
an inſtant wreſted the weapon from his graſp. 
Finding, however, that it was not loaded, I 
threw it indignantly at his feet, and ſmiled at 
the fruſtration of his brutality and malice. 

« Would you turn murderer, wretch ?” 
I exclaimed; © would you ſtain yourſelf with 
blood, to make your reſemblance to a dæmon 
ſtill more complete? 

« Leave the houſe,” he cried, “ inſtantly 


leave the houſe ! You ſhall repent this inſo- 


lence, Roncorone; be aſſured that I will be 


« J have 
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© J have nothing to fear, Signor, I re- 
plied ; © there are few men by whoſe threats 
I could be alarmed ; but thoſe which come 
from ſlackening manhood are apt to excite | 
lavghter, rather than to create in me alarm.— 
Be ſparing, therefore, of your invectives, and 
hear me with patience.” 

ce will not hear you; I will hear nothing.“ 

«« Nay, but you ſhall, Signor; I no longer 
ſolicit, [ demand. Of your baſeneſs and 
hypocriſy I ſhall ſay no more; conſcience 
may hereafter ſcourge you when 1 ſhall be 
far diſtant. The purport of my errand is to 
tell you that Roſolie is no longer your ward. 
Your power as a guardian ceaſes from this 
hour ; from this hour ſhe is mine.” 
 « Tdeally fo,” ſaid Salvini with a ſneer. 

« Actually ſo!” exclaimed Roſolie, en- 
| tering the room, and ruſhing into my anxious 
arms, 
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What a moment was that! Surely my ſen- 
ſations were as exquiſite as thoſe felt by an 
angel on ſeeing the ſpirit of a worldly friend 
newly arrived in the realms of Heaven ! Ye 
who have loved, may fancy it. Sainted 
woman ! the remembrance of that happy pe- 
riod makes my heart——Oh ! ſurely the 
blood is guſhing from it !—Ah, my wife ! my 
martyred wife! 


K #$ * + #* 


- 
4 


I have yielded to my ſorrows four days 
it has calmed me—I am now able to pro- 
ceed. 

* Roncorone !” ſaid Roſolie, placing her 
head upon my breaſt, regardleſs of the pre- 
ſence of Salvini, 

« My love!” I exclaimed; «© my Ro- 
ſolic 1”? | 


ce Oh 


MAD MAN OF THE MOUNTAIN. 197 


© Oh how happy is this meeting!“ ſhe 
ſweetly murmured. 

ce Bleſſed ! it is blefſed ! J replied, ſtrain- 
ing her {till cloſer to my boſom. Salvini 
had ſunk, as if overpowered by ſurpriſe and 
vexation, into a chair; he eyed us ſternly, 
and lcoked as if he could willingly be our 
murderer,” | 

« Will you go with me now, Roſolic ?” 
I enquired ; © will you accompany me from 
hence?“ 

e Readily,” ſhe replicd ; * give me only 
a few moments to ſpeak to Signor Salvini.” 

She walked up to him with firmneſs, and 
I went with her, holding her hand within 
mine, | | 

6 Signor,“ ſhe cried, © perhaps this, is 
the laſt time we ſhall ever ſee each other; for 
I confeſs that I ſhall never be induced to ſo- 
licit a ſubſequent interview. T here was a 

K 3 time 
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time when the idea of leaving you would 
have been painful; but now I ſhall fly from, 
and continue to avoid you as a moſt dan- 
gerous and crue] enemy, I regard the 
ehanges of your character with aſtoniſnment 
I add, with diſguſt, Good 'Heaven ! you 
ſnatched me from danger in my childhood, 
for ſeveral years acted like a kind and bene- 
volent guardian; yet now, you would not 
only diſtreſs, but alſo involve me in ruin, 
in ſhame, and infamy !” 2 

She wept—Salvini trembled—I was en- 
raged, and could ſcarcely refrain from 
violence. | 

| * You have given me maintenance and 
education, continued Roſolie, recovering; 
« and I have many times thanked and bleſſed 
you for it. Your generoſity always met with 
my gratitude ; every night you had the 
prayers of an orphan ; every night I ſuppli- 
cated 
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cated Providence to ſend you a reward, 
greater than it was in the power of all the 
world to beſtow. I was not prompted to 
this by the forms of ſociety ; I had a monitor 
within my breaſt who told me to do it. Thus 
far the picture pleaſes; the other part pre- 
ſents itſelf dark, gloomy, diſguſtiul !”* 

Jou are in a fine declamatory ſtrain this 
morning!“ ſaid Salvini, between ſavageneſs 
and irony, 

« Signor,” ſhe replied, © the arrows of 
your ſatire can no longer wound me, my 
heart is now become invulnerable to ſuch at- 
tacks, though a few hours ago you had me 
ſo much within your power. When we loſe 
all manner of reſpect for an object, it is not 
long before we can totally diſregard it; the 
eſteem which I once entertained for you 
exiſts no longer, and your name and cha- 
racter I ſhall ſoon give to forgetfulneſs,— 


R 4 Why 


J 
200 MAD MAN OF THE MOUNTAIN, 


Why you forced me from Venice, I ſhall not 
now enquire ; neither ſhall I aſk why you 
have fince haraſſed, perplexed, and inſulted 
me. Let me, however, inform you, that two 
nights ago I became acquainted with the low 
expedients you made uſe of to intercept 
my letters; you, and the vile being who de- 
livered them to you, were very communica- 
tive inthe garden; you did not feel any hu- 
miliation, at that time, in converſing with the 
ſorrieſt wretch on earth, a contemptible liar, 

and plotting villain. You laughed, Signor, 

at your ſucceſſes; I heard it all from the 

window of a room into which, though for- 
bidden, 1 had entered; I heard alſo the plan 

of your premeditated deſigns and treacherous 
intentions!“ 

* What deſigns ? ſaid I, ſtarting; © what 

intentions, my Roſohie ?” 


ce They 


c 
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e They are fruſtrated, Roncorone,” ſhe 
replied, ©* moſt happily fruſtrated by your 
appearance therefore enquire not concerning 
them. What I have ſuffered, forget; what 
I may hereafter ſuffer through enmity, re- 
ſent as love and honour ſhall prompt you. 
Signor, ſhe continued, turning to Salvini, 
ce before I go, I will openly explain to you 
my intentions : my heart 1s, as I have often 


told you, attached to Signor Roncorone ; 
nor do I bluſh to add, that I wiſh to be 
united to him. Your reaſons for impeding. 


| ſuch an union are of a feathery ſubſtance ;— 


and even if you had in your poſſeſſion the 


paper which, on a former occaſion, you men- 


tioned to have been depoſited by the hands 


of my dying parent, yet the written requeſt 


of a father (incompetent at that time to judge 
of my future circumftances), who has been 
ſo many years in the earth, ſhall not deſtroy 
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or vary thoſe principles on which I now 
ground virtue and happineſs.” 

ce Are you the daughter of Venzone ?” 
ſaid Salvini. | 

« Are you the friend of Venzone's 
daughter ?” cried Roſolie, with indignation ; 
ce Signor, recollect! Did you not throw aſide 
that character laſt night? Did you not 
good Heaven ! did you not, reſembling a 
fiend rather than a man, laſt night——” 

. «© What of laſt night?” I exclaimed, in- 
terrupting her; © what of laſt night, Ro- 
ſolie ?” 

Nothing, Roncorone,” ſhe replied ;— 


« come, I will go with you. Signor, I am 
parting from you for ever.“ 

« Salvim,” 1 cried, © if ever we meet 
again, I ſhall wiſh to ſee more honourable 
characters in your face, and to diſcover more 

3 generous 
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generous ſentiments in your mind, more 
virtue in your heart,” 

Beware!“ he ſaid, © beware of what 
that mind, and of what that heart may ſug- 
geſt ! Beware of what theſe hands may exe - 
cute!“ 

% Boaſt and vanity!” I exclaimed ;— 
ce vaunts of imbecility ! Roſolie, my arm; 
let us be gone this inſtant ; let us fly from 
this reſidence of malice and vice.“ 

Salvini was ruſhing upon her, in order to 
prevent her going ; but I put him aſide with 
my arm, and led her out of the room. He 
had brought with him from Venice only two 
ſervants ; ſuch force, therefore, as there was 
to oppoſe me, I could have reliſted. The 
raſcal who had been the deceiver and robber 
of Roſolie, did not now appear, concealing 
himſelf, perhaps, through dread of receiving 
the puniſhment he ſo well deſerved. The 
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other domeſtic made a faint reſiſtance when 
we were paſſing the door; but taking hold of 
his ſhoulders, I drove him to the oppoſite 
wall, and thgn walked on with my ſweet 
Roſolie, regardleſs of the curſes which Salvini 
ſent after us. I now beheld her as mine !— 
My Joy was almoſt too great ; and when we 
loſt ſight of the houſe, I ſtopped, and preſſed 
her with rapture to my heart. She ſmiled, 
wept, and talked of our future happineſs. 

« But what of laſt night?” I ſaid ; “ what 
of laſt night, my love ?” 

te Salvini was inſolent.“ 

« What, rude ? Was he rude ?” 

<« Yes, Roncorone, he came upon me by 
ſurpriſe.” n 
Villain — I'll murder him!” 

My blood ſeemed to run like lava, and I | 
wanted to return, in order that I might cruſh 
his carcaſe into duſt ; but Roſolic held me 

0 by 
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by the arm, ſmiled away my rage, and made 
me promiſe not to think of revenge..— 
Would I had not liſtened to her ! would I 
had met him again, and cut out the heart of 
the rank villain from his accurſed body! 


* W * # * #®% 


I remembered the path I had taken from 
the inn, and 1t was not long before I returned 
to it with the dear prize for which I had been 
a fortunate adventurer, The diſtance was not 
long, and therefore occaſioned her ſcarcely 
any fatigue ; but, as I had conjectured, there 
was no horſe to be procured to take her on 
her way to Trent, though I was informed 
that I might probably be accommodated at a 
houſe which was named to be within two 
miles. Roſolie, feeling herſelf ſecure under 
my protection, ſmiled at this little perplexity, 
and aſſured me that ſhe ſhould be able to 
walk to the place which our hoſt had men- 


tioned, 
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tioned, and even from thence to Trent, 
provided the means of conveyance could not 
be then met with. #4 
e Surely, on ſuch an occaſion as this,” ſhe 
faid, gaily, I may exert myſelf a little, par- 
ticularly if I think that, had you not arrived 
till to-morrow, I ſhould have perhaps been 
driven from you forever.” 
ce Why that ſuſpicion, my lovely Roſolie ?” 
c Becauſe it was the intention of the 
Signor to depart from hence to-morrow, and 
to take me and Bianca wich him to France. 
This deſign he communicated to me, though 


I had previouſly and ſecretly been made ac- 


quainted with it by the converſation which 
had been held between him and his deſpicable 


ſervant in the garden, and which, as I have 


before told you, I heard from a window of 
one of the chambers. A few hours more, 
Roncorone, and I fhould have been driven 


- 
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from you into a foreign country, where I 
ſhould have been the victim of inſolence, 
and perhaps of rudeneſs.g- _ 

« Curſed beyond redemption,” I ex- 
claimed, © might he have been who dared to 
offer it!“ 

cc Salvini, I fear,” ſhe ſaid, © would have 
been that villain ; after what 1 have lately 
ſeen of him, I ſhould have had every thing 
that 1s ſhocking and brutal continually to | 
dread, This is the man who, over the 
death-bed of my father, vowed to protect his 
helpleſs child! But let us talk no more of 
him ; he is unworthy, Roncorone, therefore 
let us forget him, You are my confidence, 
my hope of felicity ! While I am in the poſ- 
ſeſſion of your love, fo long ſhall I be happy.” 

« Be happy then, ſweet Roſolie!“ I 
cried, folding her in my arms; © be happy 
till the hour in which death ſhall ſeparate. us; 

till 
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till the laſt moment of mortality ; till one of 
us join the ſhadows of the departed, leaving 
the other with painful reluctance and regret.” 
She melted into tears, and ſunk upon my 
breaſt; my ſenſibili y was likewiſe affected; 
it prevented me from ſpeaking further, and 
for a few moments we both remained ſilent. 
The landlord coming in, I deſired him to 
lead my horſe to the door, which being af- 
terwards done, I placed Roſolie upon it, and 
led it by the bridle to the other inn, to which 
we had been directed, where we fortunately 
procured a carriage, and an additional horſe 
to take us to Trent, at which place we arrived 

in the evening. 
The ſpirits of my Roſolie now reviving, 
ſhe appeared to me more lovely and intereſt- 
ing than ever; the hours which we ſpent 
till we retired to our beds, were hours of de- | 
light and of happineſs ; our paſt dangers and 
difficulties 
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difficulties were either forgotten; or ſlightly 
mentioned ; her love was aided by her con- 
fidence in me, and mine, ſincere and tender, 
reſted on the foundation of honour. We 
talked unreſcrvedly of our approaching 
union: we formed ſuch plans of joy but 
Oh! fewofthem were realized ! 

On the following morning we left the 
town, and proceeded in a more comfortable 
manner towards Venice, which place we ar- 
rived at in due courſe of time, and in perfect 
ſafety. My firſt care was to place my Ro- 
ſolie in the little houſe that I had prepared 
for her previouſly to the commence- 
ment of our perplexities, the poſſeſſion 
of which the ſervants whom I had hired (till 
retained ;—T then went to ſeek for Alberti; 
nor was ] long in finding him. Ruſhing into 
his arms, 1 rapidly told him of my ſucceſſes, 

and 
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and his congratulations were neither few nor 
tardy. . 

cc Did I not tell you,“ he cried, © that 
Proſperity would attend you if you did but 
fmile on her? From this time, Roncorone, 
knit not your brows on the trifling embar- 
raſſments of life, or on the contrarieties of 
worldly circumſtances, But indeed I am 
| moſt happy that you have - recovered the 
poſſeſſion of the ſweet Venzone.” — 

« It is you, I cried, „ it is you, Alberti, 
to whom I owe her ! Had it not been for 
your friendly ſolicitude and aſſiduity, ſhe 
would probably have been kept apart from 
me for a long time — perhaps for ever! 

«© Let me be repaid by my own pleaſure, 
rather than by your thanks, replied Alberti. 
But what of Salvini? What have you to 
fay of him ?“ 


« That 
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e That he is a villain is too little to re- 
port, too favourable ; that the earth bears 
not-one more atrocious, comes nearer to the 
truth, I will, however, ſpeak of him as we 
go along; for my love will be impatient at 
my delay, and on this happy day I cannot 
diſpenſe with your ſociety.“ 

e took him by his arm, and we went out 
together, and returned to Roſohe with all 
poſſible expedition, I had already apprized 
her of the very friendly ſervices of Alberti, 
and particularly mentioned the readineſs and 
promptitude with which he had undertaken 
the journey to diſcover Salvini's retreat.-— 


Gratitude always makes the aſpect fweet; 


but it rendered Roſolie's lovely and faſeinat- 
ing and when ſhe received the ſalutation of 
my friend, her animated features, her ſmiles, 
and her ſoft accents cauſed me to adore her, 
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if it were poſſible, more than ever, and ap- 
parently made a captive of Alberti. 

Having been for ſo long a time previous 
to this the ſport and deriſion of miſchance, I 
could ſcarcely regulate my actions, or limit 
my joy. Roſolie was, in ſome degree, 
actuated by ſimĩlar affections; and the ſpirits. 
of Alberti, ſeldom depreſſed, were now in 
perfect harmony: the day therefore was ex- 
quiſitely paſſed by our little ſociety, and it 
was at a late hour when I and Alberti de- 
parted from the houſe. 

ce Is ſhe not amiable?” I enquired, almoſt , 
as ſoon as the door was cloſed ; * is ſhe not 
a lovely being ?” | 

« She is delectable !” he replied; © a poet; 
in defcribing her, might poſſibly be extrava- 
gant ; but he would be obliged, in juſtice, to 
enrich his image with the choiceſt ornaments, 
Joy to you, my Roncorone ; joy to you, I 

repeat, 
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repeat, on the acquiſition of ſo exquiſite a 4 
partner!“ 

The cold prudential mortal deals out his 
maxims with preciſion, and ſends forth his frigid 
ſentiments, ſtruck, like inferior coin, from the 
mint of his droſſy brain; but I was diſcourſing 
with an almoſt brotl.er on the tendereſt of 
all ſubje&s ; therefore, whatever roſe within 
my mind, my tongue ſcrupled not to expreſs, 
nor did caution privately hint to me that 1 
was garrulous. After I had parted from 
Alberti, I was little inclined to ſleep; for 
Joy had baniſhed the uſual torpor of the 
mind. Though I ſought for Roſolie early 
the next day, ſhe was riſen before J arrived, 
and ran forward to meet me as I entered at 
the door; her looks expreſſed happineſs and 
tranquillity, and ſhe gave me the morning 
ſalutation with vivacity, 


She 
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She was greatly pleaſed with the little ha- 
bitation I had choſen for her, and commended 
every preparation I had made ; ſhe thanked 
me for my love and delicacy, and gazed with 
a bright eye upon my portrait ; my literary 
arrangement ſhe faid was good, and my 
muſical ſelections were not leſs admired.— 
She approved of the man and woman who 
were to attend us—ſhe was happy—her 
wiſhes were gratified. 

The ſeaſon was delightful, and the breezes, 
which came acroſs the waves of the Adriatic, 
allayed the heats of ſummer ; the flowers of 
our little garden were beautiful to the eye, 
and ſweet to the ſcent, and its ſimple alcoves 
were inviting. Roſolie promiſed to be mine 
at the end of a week; there was en the moſt 
perfect union of ſoul, nor could cuſtomary 
ceremonies make it more complete, 


The 


MAD MAN OF THE MOUNTAIN, 215 


The limiced time went over, and ſhe be- 
came my wife]! Heaven never heard more 
ſincere vows than our's were: had God heen 
viſible to mine eye, I could not have ſpoken 
more truly; and I moſt devoutly thanked 
him for the bleſſing he then beſtowed on me. 
Ah, Roncorone ! Grief 1s too potent for your 
reſiſtance. 2 8 

32 

We had no idle viſiters to diſturb our 
quiet; our marriage was indeed talked of in 
Venice, and ſome few of our former ac- 
quaintance were induced to feek us in our 


retirement ;—thoſe who, we conceived, were 


really prompted by friendſhip, we admitted ; 
but to thoſe who, we ſuſpected, came merely 
to gape and be impertinent, we were denied. 
Our door was always open to our friend 
Alberti, and we were ever glad to ſee him; 
Roſolie's reſpect for him was equal to mine, 

and 
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\ 


and from him we had a lively account of 


almoſt every occurrence in Venice ;—but fo 
whimſical was the narrator, that he frequently 
jumbled together the affairs of the Senate and 
of the Opera, and paſſed, in an inſtant, from 


the moſt ſerious concerns of the Republic to 


the deſcription of a new ballet. His muſical 
talent was a recommendation to the favour 
of Roſolie; and his ſpirits, being uninter- 
ruptedly good, he would either play or ſing 
whenever requeſted. 

To our great ſurpriſe, Alberti informed us 


that Salvini was returned to, and publicly ap- 


pearing in Venice; that he was undaunted at 


the ſarcaſtic remarks which were made on 


his conduct, and hypocritically and moſt 


ſtrenuouſly endeavouring ta alter the opinion 
which had been ſo generally formed of his 


recent proceedings. In order to accompliſh 


this purpoſe, he was ſpreading ſtories, wherever 
he 
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he went, highly prejudicial to me and 
Roſolie; but Alberti led me to ſuppoſe that 
they were ſuſpectingly received, and that the 
preſent artifices of my enemy were too ill - 
contrived and feeble to bring back his repu- 
tation to its former ſtandard, 

Provoked at theſe freſh proofs of his in- 
ſolence and malice, I felt much inclined to 
go immediately in ſearch of him, that 1 
might give him the chaſtiſement he had fo 
long merited ; but ſeeing Roſolie terrified 
when I hinted at ſuch an intention, I did not 
execute it, though [ was enraged to think 
that the ſlanderous coward ſhould be left to 
propagate his infamous lies with impunity. | 

I however wrote a letter to him, peremp- 
torily deſiring him to adhere to truth in 
whatever he ſaid reſpecting either me or my 
wife, and to create no ftory whereby the 
world might be able to cenſure us; if he 
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ated -conſiſtently, as I wiſhed, I informed 
him that I ſhould wholly diſregard his future 
concerns; but if he ſtill perſiſted in his idle- 
neſs and depravity, I vowed that I would 
render him a public ſpectacle of pain and 


diſgrace. 


He did not reply to this letter, nor did I 
afterwards meet with him when I went occa- 
ſionally to the city. Alberti informed me 
that he appeared but little in public, that 
the auſterity of his features was increaſed, and 
that the name of his late ward was not ſo- 
often repeated by him. I conjectured this 
change to be owing to cowardice, rather than 
to good principles; and, whatever might 
have cauted it, I could but feel ſatisfied, as it 
made my dear Roſolie more happy and 
tranquil, 


K * „ * * 
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But I am prevented for a while from con- 
tinuing my narrative; my materials are 
nearly all waſted, and to obtain a ſupply 1s 
| ſomewhat difficult. Moſt of theſe moun- 
taineers are poor and ignorant, which ac- 
counts for their honeſty ;—their ſuperior fel- 
lows, if the expreſſion be not abſurd, might 
indeed accommodate me; but I deteſt to 
aſk a favour of thoſe who are erect and con- 
ſequential, and who, in their own inverted 
eyes, appear of ſuch infinite importance, 
though to the ſight of other men, whom they 
wiſh to confound, they ſeem little more than 
pigmies aiming at the ſtride and gait of a 
giant, Oh world, world ! of what ftrange 
matter aft thou compoſed ! To examine thy 
corrupted particles, moſt vile and ſhocking 
in the maſs, may ſometimes provoke a ſmile, 
but will more often excite a tear. Oh, I am 
ſick and weary of thee ! . 

L2 There 
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T here is a little peaſant boy who, deriding 
the fears of his aſſociates, for it ſeems I am an 
innocent cauſe of terror, often offers himſelf 


to ſerve me. I think the ſtripling loves me 


tenderly ; for he is as willing to do me a 


kindneſs as if I were a Monarch, and he my 
page he ſmiles in my face when he hears 


me ſpeak ; and in doing what I wiſh him to 


perform, he is as active as a kid. He loves 


not money, though I force him to take it; 
and tells me that ſuch rewards leſſen the 
pleaſure which he feels in obliging me. Early 


independence of an uncommon ſoul ! 


Boy, I judge that thou wilt not be fated 
to waſte thy days in tending a herd upon 
theſe mountains; if thou ſhouldſt, may 
neither blaſt affect the herbage, nor murrain 
thy cattle ! If thy active ſpirit lead thee to 
range the world, may the rays of a protecting 
Providence fall upon every choſen path! 

My 
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My young friend promiſed me yeſterday 
to procure me the materials neceſſary for con- 
tinuing my narrative; he could not obtain 
them in the village, but aſſured me that it 
ſhould not be long before I received them. 


„ # * * X * 


My meſſenger is returned with the paper. 
He has been three leagues for it; but, in 
order to prevent any concern on my part, he 
tells me that he had another errand, 

« I wanted to buy a book,” he ſays ;— 
« but it was not to be had at the place I have 
beento. My mother loves to hear me read, 
loves to ſee me happy; ſhe. therefore gave 
me the money which was neceſſary, and 
which I will work the harder for, and alſo 
allowed me to go to the town where I thought 
of making my purchaſe. But for the time 
I have loſt, I can eaſily make amends, by 
13 riſing 
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riſing an hour earlier, and working an hour 
later in every day of next week.” 

Oh that my misfortunes would allow me 
to be calm— that, if not happy, I could be 
tranquil— that my heart were leſs ſick, and 
my mind not ſubject to ſuch frenzied emo- 
tions as often torture it! Then would I make 
this ſtripling my peculiar care, educate him, 
huſband the rich ſoil of his intellects, and 
poliſh the diamond that is ſo rare and of 
ſuch native worth. Ah, Roncorone] how 
canſt thou tranſmit the rays of reaſon to any 
one, when thy own mind is either unillumed, 
or ſtrangely chequered by the various * 
of an extravagant imagination ? ts |. 

Boy, 1 can deliver to thee no nrecepts, 
much as I love thee. Thou art, I think, of 
amore than vulgar mould, but to be wiſe is 
not always to be happy; the cultivated mind 
takes in a thouſand ills, receives a thouſand 

| | inflictions, 
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inflictions, of which the illiterate would not be 
ſenſible. The fool ſhakes his bells, and is 
pleaſed—ſtill if they jingle not, he falls not 

into melancholy ; but the wiſe man'looks for 
| uninterrupted harmony, and a ſingle note of 
_ diſcord frets him as a peal of thunder would 
a timid and unhouſed traveller. Oh worldly 
wiſdom.! what a body of abſurdities may we 
find in thee | 
* * * * * * 0 
Carry me, befriending memory, back 
to my pleaſant home; to my houſe of quiet; 
to the fair being who reſided in it, whoſe 
heart was my repoſitory, whoſe boſom was 
my pillow | Rare compoſition of all the ex- 
cellencies of Nature! dear reſemblance of 
what we picture of the ſpirits of the ſecret 
world! Rhapſodiſt I am none: ſtranger, if 
you had known her, you would neither 
14 wonder 
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wonder at my words, nor think them extra- 
vagant. 
Connubial love, how ſweet did I find thee! 
I and my Roſolie were happy, harmonious, 
in peace with mankind, and grateful to 
Heaven, Our retirement was enchanting ; 
and to improve the natural beauties around 
us, to arrange the bluſhing flowers in our 
garden, to cull the ſweets of poeſy, and to 
wander in an evening upon the borders of 
the tranquil ſea, gave us more pleaſure than 
we could have found in the active city. 
The expectations which I had formed be- 
fore I poſſeſſed her, were fully realized; and 
greatand many as my wiſhes had been, they 
were completely anſwered. Of Venice we 
ſaw little; we however heard much of it 
from Alberti, whoſe friendſhip increaſed, 
rather than diminiſhed : Salvini was become 
wholly 
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wholly a ſtranger to us, and we held little 
converſe with any of his acquaintances, 

We were one evening preparing to go on 
the water, when we were ſurpriſed to ſee a 
carriage driven up to the door, and the 
coachman alight, in order to let ſome perſon 
out of it. Roſolie and I went to the window, 
and in a moment perceived poor Signora 
Bianca, pale, and apparently weakened by 
affliction, ſlowly walking towards the houſe : 
we both ran forward to meet her, and my 
tender Roſolie threw her arms around the 
neck of her enfeebled friend, who, choaked 
with grief, could not ſpeak to either of us ; 
ſhe, however, took hold of my arm, and when 
ſhe got into the parlour, ſunk on a ſofa, and 
burſt into tears. 

My wife was greatly affected, and their 
ſorrows touched my heart. Bianca was evi- 
dently in agony, for her breath ſeemed nearly 

LS ſuppreſſed ; 
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ſuppreſſed; and though ſhe endeavoured re- 
peatedly to ſpeak, ſhe could not articulate a 
' fingle word. Roſolie ſtill conjured her to 
be compoſed, and I joined my eatreaties to 
her's ; but the grief of our unhappy viſiter 
was abſolute, and it was ſeveral minutes be- 
fore ſhe could put any degree of reſtraint 
upon it. Her appearance alone was ſuffi- 
cient to excite compaſſion; for her eyes 
ſeemed as if they were loſing themſclves in 


their ſockets; and her cheeks, colourleſs, and 


thin, reſembled thoſe of a corpſe rather than 
of an animated being. 
<«T beg you, dear Signora,“ ſaid Roſolie, 


« ] beg you to be comforted, To. ſee you 
thus afflicts me greatly: tell me what I can 
do for you.“ 
te Nothing, Roſolie,” ſhe replied ; © no- 
thing at preſent, dear girl! My worldly 
wants are almoſt over: look in my face, 


5 child 3 
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child; look at my emaciated figure I am 
come hither only to die in peace!“ 

„ To die!” exclaimed Roſolie; © to 
die! God forbid !”? 

« If you love me, Roſolie,” ſhe anſwered, 
« you will ſay, God grant it! You will im- 
plore him, as I do, to remove my afffictions, 
and to quiet for ever the agonizing pulſations 
of my broken heart ; broken by the cruelty 
of an unnatural brother. Oh Heaven! can 
I have done any thing to merit this ſeverity ? 
But my complaints are uſeleſs: I ſhall die, 
dear Roſolie, in your arms; I ſhall die, and 
be happy !” 

The friends clung ſtill cloſer to each other, 
and a pauſe enſued, which my concern and 
agitation would not allow me to interrupt, — 
It was nearly an hour before Bianca could 
diſtinctly ſpeak to us again; and then” ſhe 
appeared ſo enfeebled and exhauſted, that we 

L 6 thought 
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thought it would be more prudent to per- 
ſuade her to repoſe herſelf in bed, than to 
enter into any diſtreſſing converſation ; and 
ſhe was therefore conducted to a chamber 


by my greatly affected and ſympathizing 


Roſolie. 


——————ů ——— K _ 


I knew the gentleneſs of poor Bianca's 
diſpoſition, had,ſeen many traits of the good- 
neſs of her heart, and repeatedly heard her 
commended, in tender and ardent terms, by 


my wife. I was as well acquainted with the 
oppoſite qualities of her brother, with his vil- 


lanies, and want of principle and humanity ; 
it ſurpriſed me not, therefore, that he could 
be proud; cruel, and revengeful to her, 

though ſhe belonged to the ſame parents, 
and had received her infant nutriment at the 
ſame breaſt as himſelf; and, harbouring 
ſcarcely a ſingle doubt but that he were ca- 
pable of ſpurning at any thing divine, it 
p ſeemed 
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ſeemed to me not improbable that he could 


break through every thing moral and hu- 


man, 

In the morning the poor refugee was in 
no degree revived ; ſhe was equally, if not 
more ill than ſhe had been on the preceding 
night, though her mind was ſomewhat tran- 
quillized. She did not leave her chamber, 
but Roſolie attended her in it, and I was ad- 
mitted to ſpeak to her. She joined our 
hands, and laying her cold lips on them, 


prayed that our union mia be proſperous 


and happy. 

Oh Bianca! if thy ſpirit has ſince been 
permitted to obſerve our deſtiny, ſurely it 
has often withdrawn itſelf to Heaven in ſad- 
neſs and in tears! 


When ſhe had raiſed herſelf on the couch, 


ſhe ſpoke to us again, 


« Let 
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Let not the ſtate in which you, dear 
friends, now ſee me, give pain to either of 
you. To ſuppreſs all manner of concern for 
me I know you are too good, too gentle to 
be capable of; but moderate your grief, 
Roſolie: all the world, except you and your 
huſband, regard me as an object too worth- 
leſs to excite any compaſſion. Even my 
brother—God ! even my brother thinks me 
ſo !—Oh, I have often heard of a broken 
heart; experience now tells me what it is!“ 

© It may be amended, dear Signora!“ 1 
cried ; * it may be amended !” 

Never!“ ſhe replied, folemnly, © never! 
and, by the Victim of thorns, I do not wiſh 
it; for I have faith to die upon, and fortitude 
There 
have been incautious moments when I have 


to bear the breaking of mortality, 


called my brother my murderer : rath I con- 
fels it was; but I do believe that he has 
| abridged 
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abridged my life. I was thrown upon his 


care at an early age; when he was a boy, 1 


had to fear his cruel authority ; afterwards, 


when he had attained the ſtare of manhood, 
he- prevented my union with a brave, a 
worthy, a lamented man! Years of unkind- 
neſs followed, and now he loads me with re- 
proaches, with names which ſhock me, and 


drives me from his houſe, as he would an 


57 


importunate beggar, only for — 

„Only for what?“ I enquired, on finding 
her pauſe. , 

« Only for telling him, in terms not un- 
gentle, that he has ated unworthily ; that 1 
thought you a man of honour and of good 
principles, and that I could never ceaſe to 
love my dear Roſolie, whom he had ſo much 
injured and inſulted !” 

* And he threw you off for chat?“ 
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« He did, he did; drove me violently 
from him; pointed to the door; told me 
never to approach him again!“ | 

« Oh! you have made me miſerable,” 
exclaimed my wife, ſinking down by her 
ſide, © Have you, dear Bianca, have you 
ſuffered abuſe and violence for ſpeaking 
kindly of me, and doing juſtice to my Ron- 
corone? My heart is full of pain—it bleeds 
for you, Bianca!“ 
e Be not concerned on my account,“ re- 
plied the fugitive; © I ſhall die under your 
roof, for I came hither on purpoſe ; all 
. thereafter will be happy! God, whom I 

have never wilfully offended, will amply re- 
ward me for my earthly ſufferings.” | 

Her injuries pained, but her exemplary 
reſignation charmed me, 

Ee [rjquitous Salvini,” I cried, © your ſoul 
is burdened with a thouſand ſins,” Caſt this 
brother, 
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brother, dear Signora, for ever from your 
heart, if it be poſſible he ſtill retain a place 
in it; renounce him, and under this roof of | 
your ſincere friends, endeavour, by cheer- 
fulneſs, to re-eſtabliſh your health and hap- | 
pineſs. Roſolie has ſufficient cauſe to love, 
and I to eſteem you; make this your aſylum, 
then, and rely on Providence for your re- 
covery.“ | 

© Do, dear Bianca,” ſaid my wife; * do, 
my ſecond mother !” 

The ſcene that enſued was in the higheſt | 
degree affecting; the ſenſibility of our new 
inmate overpowered her; her frame had | 
been too much enfeebled to withſtand it, and 
ſhe again fell beneath the force of her ſor- | 
rows, Her affliction increaſed every day ; 
I called medical men to her; they however | 
gave me no aſſurances of the efficacy of their 
kill in the preſent caſe, but led me to ſup- 
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poſe that the malady of the patient had gone 
beyond remedy. 

This daughter of ſorrow and of reſigna- 
tion died within a month after her fiiſt reſi- 
dence with us; and her end was nearly as 
ſerene as her life had been. Death never 
ſtruck his enſign upon an eaſier conqueſt. 


R * XM „ * 


Excellent Bianca! what a fare wel to the 
world was thine ! God ſurely was, in thoſe 
moments, before thine eyes, ſmiling thee into | 
fortitude and tranquillity, The wicked can 
never expect ſo eaſy a diſſolution; and few 
even of the pious and reſigned are known to 
have it. It was but as a falling into lumber, 


a gentle lying down with the hope of again 
riſing. And thou ſhalt riſe ! the rewarded 
ſpirits of virtue ſhall guide thee towards 
Heaven, and welcame thee in it with ſtrains 
of holy harmony, The lily that fprings 

| from 


— —— — 
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from the ſtem which was ſeared by the ſun 
of autumn, and cruſhed by the ſtorms of 
winter, ſhall not he ſweeter or purer in its 
bloſſoms than thou ſhalt be in thy re-anima- 
tion, Salvini, murderous Salvini! thou 
wilt never re- animate; or, if thou doſt, it will 
be only to raiſe thy ſick head among the 
peſtilential blaſts iſſuing from the fiends of 
eternal and unquenchable heat! 

The little property that Bianca died poſ- 
ſeſſed of, ſhe bequeathed to Roſolie ; it con- 
ſiſted of a ſmall ſum of money, a diamond 
croſs, ſome trinkets and clothes; her blef- 
ſing was added to the bequeſt, and ſhe beg- 
ged Roſolie to keep her in her memory,— 
Bianca had been loved and reſpected by all 
of us; and even the gay Alberti aſſumed a 
look of penſiveneſs when ſpeaking of her 
diſſolution. Salvini, that deteſtable, baſe, 
and unnatural being, was made acquainted 


with 


J 
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with the tenor of her will by Alberti, and the 
property that had been left to Roſolie, which, 
at the time of Bianca's death, was at his 
houſe in Venice, was immediately conveyed 
to us by his agent. The departed, a little 
while, before the powers of ſpeech failed, 
never more to be revived, had deſired to be 
interred at Altino, where the aſhes of the 
man, whom ſhe had once tenderly alluded to, 
were reſting: and indeed her brother, though 
apprized early of her deceaſe by Alberti, ex- 
preſſed no with to have the body conveyed 
to the vault of his family. Roſolie, therefore, 
erected a ſimple monument to the memory 
of the deceaſed, and I furniſhed her with an 
epitaph for it, ſuch an one as was ſuited to 
the virtues and humility of the departed 
mortal. 
Roſolie was a ſincere and unaffected 
mourner; the clouds of ſorrow at length, 
8 however, 
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however, paſſed over her brows, and the 
ſmiles of ſerenity and love were ſeen again.— 
We were not merely huſband and wife ; we 
had aſſociation of minds, as well as of bodies ; 
the qualities of our ſouls were examined, and 
found to be the ſame ; our ideas correſpond- 
ed; in the impaſſioned moments I ſought 
her as my joy; in affliction ſhe was a ſoother; 
and had I known diſtreſs, I ſhould not have 
known it alone I ſhould have had a parti- 
cipating conſoler. 

God ! I worſhipped thee more, infinitely 
more, for giving me ſuch a treaſure ! | 
| If I had been abſent from her a few hours, 
my return was joy ful; if a day, rapturous !— 
Roſolie would run to meet me, her eyes 
alone ſpeaking affetion; ſhe would ruſh 
into my arms, hang upon my neck, neſtle in 
my boſom, lay her panting heart cloſe to 


mine— 


J 
* 
— 
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mine—cloſer, ſtill cloſer—kiſ me, and 
again kiſs me—Oh !—— 

| * * * * * #* 

But I am now coming to an important 
event — Important ? — Horrid! horrid !— 
Reaſon, do not forſake me: ſuffer not the 
fiend Inſanity again to twiſt her accurſed 
fingers in the fibres of my body, nor to light 
her conſuming fires in my head ; if ſhe muſt 
be buſy once more with me, let her not pro- 
craſtinate—let her rather entirely root out 
my brains, and ſtrew them on the earth ; let 
her rather pluck out my heart, and hurl it to 
the fierceſt brutes of theſe mountains. — Soft, 
ſoft, Roncorone, or ſome churl will ſcourge 
thee for bombaſt ! ' 


END or VOL, 1. 


